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POETICAL WORKS 
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_ WITH THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. \ 


When tiatier'd crimes Halles age 

Reproach our fileace, and demand bur rage ; 

Wnen purchas'd follies, from cach difiant land, 

Like arts, improve in Britain's iKilful band; 

When the Law ſhews ber tecth, but dares nut bite, 
And vouth-ſea treaſures are nut brought to light; 
When Churchmen Scripture for the Claſſicks quit, 
Polite apoſtates from Gnd's grace to wit: 

When men grow great from their revenue ſpent, 

And fly from bailiffs into parliament ; 

When dying finners, to dlut out their ſcore, 

Bequeath the Church the leavings of a whore; 

To chafe our ſpleen, when themes like theſe increafe, 
Shall panegyrick reign, and cenſure ceaſe tm— 

Shail authors ſmile on ſuch illuftcivus days, 

And ſatirize with nothing but their praiſe? SAT.T. 
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Tho! doid theſe truths, thou, Muſe ! with truths like theſe 
Wilt none offend whom 't is 2 praiſe to plcaſe. 
Let others flatter to be flatter'd, thou, 
Like juſt tribunals, bend an awful brow. 
How terrible it were to common ſenſe, 
To write a ſatire which gave none offence ? 
And fince from life I take the draughts you ſee, 
U men diſlike them, du they cenſure me 
The fool and knave 't is glorious to offend, 
And godlike an attempt the world to mend: 
The world! where lucky throws ta dluckhbeads fall, 
Kaaves know the game, and hone? men pay all. SAT. im. 
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BOOK l. 
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Ipſc pater. media nmoorum in nocte cru 
Fulmina molitur dextra Quo maxime motu 
Terra tremit: fugere fer , ct mortalia cr 
Per zentes humilys Rravit pay ir 


VT Rag. 


Wurz others fing the fortune of the great, 

Empire and arms, and all the pomp of ſtate, 

With Britain's hero fet their fouls on fire, 

And grow immortal as his decds wſpire, 

I draw a deeper ſcene ; a ſcene that yields $ 
A louder trumpet, and more dreadful ficlds; 


The righteous Judge, and man's eternal doom. 10 


"Twaixt joy and pain | view the bold defign, 
And aſk my anxious heart if it be mine. 


e The Duke of Marlbgrough. 
Folume III. A 
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| Whatever great or dreadful has been done 
Within the fight of confcious itars or fun, 
Is far beneath my daring. I look down 5 
On all the ſplendours of the Britiſh crown. 
This globe is for my verſe a narrow bound; 
Attend me, all ye glorious worlds around 
O! all ye angels, howfoc'cr diejoin d. 
Of ry various order, place, and kind, | 20 
Hear, and affift, a fecble mortal's lays ; 
"Tis our eternal King I ſtrive to praife. 
But chiefly thou, great Ruler! Lord of all! 
Before whoſe throne archangels proſtrate fall, 
If at thy nod, from diſtord, and frum night, 25 
Sprang beavty, and you” ſparkling worlds of light, 
Exalt ev'n me; all inward tuwults quell; 
The clouds and darknefs of my mind difpel ; 
To my great ſubject thou my breaſt ifpire, 
And raiſe my lab'ring ſoul with equal fire. 30 
Man! bear thy brow aloft, view ev ry grace 
In God's great offspring, beauteous Nature's face ; 
See ſpring's gay bloom, ſet golden Autumn's ſtore, 
See how Earth ſmiles, and hear old Ocean roar, 
It makes a tide, and wind-bound navies fail. 
Here foreſts riſe, the mountain's awful pride ; 
Here rivers meaſure climes, and worlds divide: 
"There vallies, fraught with gold's reſplendent ſeeds, 
Hold kings' and kingdoms' fortunes in their beds: 40 
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There to the ſkies aſpiring hills aſcend, 
Aud into diſtant hands their ſhades extend. 
View cities, armies, fleet; of fleets the pride, 
See Europe's law in Albion's channel ride, 
View the whole earth's vaſt landſcape unconſin d, 45 
Or view in Britaio all her glories join'd. 
hen let the firmament thy wonder raiſe ; 
*Twill raiſe thy wonder, but tranſcend thy praiſe. 
How far from caſt to weſt ? the lab'ring eye 
Can ſcarce the diſtant azure bounds defcry : 30 
Wide theatre! whore tempeſts play at large, 
And God's right hand can all its wrath diſcharge. 
Call forth the ſeaſons, and the year control: 
They ſhine thro” time with an-unalter'd ray, 33 
See this grand period riſe. and that decay: 
So vaſt, this world 's a grain: yet myriads grace, 
With golden pomp, the throng'd ethereal ſpace ; 
So bright, with ſuck a wealth of glory ſtor d, 
"Twere fin in Heathens not to have ade d. 60 
How great, how firm, how ſacred, all appears! 
How worthy an immortal round of years! 
Yet all muſt drop, as autumn's ſicklieſt grain, 
And earth and firmement be ſought in vain : 
The track forgot where conſtellation ſhone, 6; 
Or where the Stuarts fill'd an awful throne : 
Time ſhall be flain, all nature be deſtroy d. 
ö Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. 
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Sooner or later. in ſome future date, 
(A dreadful ſecret in the book of Fate!) 70 
This hour, for aught all human wiſdom knows, 
Or when ten thoufand harveſts more have roſe; 
When ſcenes are chang d on this revolving carth, 
Old <mpires fall, and give new empires birth; 
While other Bourbons rule in other lands, 83 
And (if man's fin forbids not) other Annes; 
While the ſtill buſy world is treading o'er 
The paths they trod five thouſand years before, 
Thouphtlefs as thoſe who now life's mazes run, 
Of carth diffolv'd, or an extinguiſu d fan ; 8 
(Ve ſablurary Worlds! awake, awake! 
Ye Rulers of the rations! hear, and ſhake !) 
Thick clouds of darkneſo ſhall ariſe on day, 
In ſudden night all carth's dominions lay, 
Impertuous winds the ſcatter d foreſts rend, 8% 
Eternal mourtaans, like their cedars, bend; 
The vallies yawn, the trovb'ed ocean roar, 
And break the bondage of his woatcd ſhure; 
A Gnguime fun the filver moon oerfpread, 
Darkne!- the circle of the ſun invact ; go 
From ano heav'n inceſſant thunders roll, 
And the ror yg echo bound from pole to pole. 
When, lo! a n.ighty truwp. cne half conceal'd 
In c].,uds, ove half to mortal eye reveal'd, 
Shall pour a dreadful note; the piercing call 94 
Shall rattle in the ceutre of che ball; 


1 


* 
3 
= 
1 


Book T. TUE LAST Dat. 


Th' extended circuit of creation ſhake, 
The living die wich fear, the dead awake. 

Oh pow'rful bluſt ! to which no equal ſound 
Did e'er the frighted car of Nature wound, 100 
Tho' rival clarions have been ſtrain d on high, 
And kindled wars immortal thro the ſky, 
Tho' God's whole enginery, diſcharg d, and all 
The rebel ange bello d in their fall. 

Have angel ſinn d? and ſhall not man beware? 105 
How ſhall a ſon of earth decline the ſnare ? 
Not folded arms, and flackneſs of the mind, 
Can promiſe for the ſafety of mankind. 
None are ſupinely good; thro' care and pain, 
And various arts, the ſteep aſcent we gain. 110 
This is the ſcene of combat, not of reſt ; 
Man's is laborious happineſs at beſt : 
On this fide death his dangers never ccaſfe; 
His joys are joys of conqueſt, not of peace. 

if then, obſequious to the will of Fate, 113 
And bending to the terms of human ſtate, 
When guilty joys in vice us to their arms, 
When Beauty ſmiles, or Grandeur ſpreadsher charms, 
The conſcious foul would this great ſcene diſplay, 
Call down th' immortal hoſts in dread array, 120 
And raiſe from ſilent graves the trembling dead; 
Such deep impreſſion would the picture make, 
No pow t on earth her firm reſolve could ſhake; 
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Engag d with angels ſhe would greatly ſtand, 225 

And look regardl ſs down on fea and land; 

Not proffcr'd worlds her ardour could reſtrain, 

And Death might ſhake bis threat ning lance in vain? 

Aud danger ferve but to exalt delight. 130 
lnſtructed thus to ſhun the fatal ſpring, 

Whence flow the terrours of that day I ſing, 


More boldly we our labours may purſue, 


And all the dreadfol image ſet to view. 

Phe ſparkling eye, the ſleek and painted breaſt, 133 
The burniſſi d fcale, curl d train. and rifing creſt, 
All that ws lovely in the noxious ſnake, 
Provoies our fear, and bids us fiy the brake: 

"Che ing onee drawn, his guiltleſs beautics riſe 

In p!-afing luſtre, and detain our eyes; 149 
We view with joy what once did horrour move, 
And uren averſion foftens into love. 

Say then, my Muſe! whom diſmal ſcenes delight, 
Frequ: i.t at tombs, and in the realms of night; 

Say, melancholy Mid ! if bold to dare 
The laui extremes ef terrour and de ſpair, 

Oh ſay what change on carth, what heart in man, 
Ah mournful ters ! the blu-ful carth, who late 
At Laſure on her axle roll'd im ſtare. 150 
While thoufand golden planets kne v no reſt, 

Still nw ard in their circling journey preſt; 
4 
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A gratcſul change of ſeaſons ſome to bring, 
And ſweet viciſſitude of fall and ſpring ; 
Some thro' vaſt oceaus to conduct the keel, 133 
And ſome thoſe wat ry worlds to fink or ſwell : 
Around her ſome their fplendours to diſplay, 
And gild her globe with tributary day: 
This world fo great, of joy the bright abode, 
Heav'n's darling child, and fav'rite of her God, 166 
Now looks an exile from her Father's carc, 
Deliver'd o'er to darkneſs and deſpair. 
No fun in radiant glory ſhines on high, 
No light but from the terrours of the ſky : 
Fall'n are her mountains, her fam'd rivers loſt, 163 
And all into a tecond chaos toſt : 
One univerſal ruin ſpreads abroad. 
Nothing is ſafe beneath the throne of God. 
Such, Earth ! thy fate : what then canſt thou afford 
To comfort and ſupport thy guilty lord ? 170 
Man, haughty lord of all beneath the moon, 
How muſt he bend his ſoul's ambition down? 
Proſtrate, the reptile own, and difavow 
His boaſted ſtature, and aſſuming brow ? 
Claim kindred with the clay, and curſe his form, 175 
That ſpeak» diſtinct ion from his ſiſter worm? 
What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade ? 
Lord, why doſt thou forſake whom thou haſt made ? 
Who can ſuſtain thy anger ? who can ſtand 
Bencath the terrours of thy liſted hand? 180 


9 Tur LAST DAY, Book T. 
It flies the reach of thought : oh, ſave me, Pow'r 


Of pow'rs ſupreme, in that tremendous hour! | 
Thou who beneath the frown of Fate haſt ſtood, 
And in thy dreadful agony ſweat blood; 
Thou, who for me, thro” ev'ry throbbing vein, 135 
Haſt felt the keeneſt edge of mortal pain; 
Whom Death led captive thro' the realms below, 
And taught thoſe horrid myſteries of wo; 
Deſend me, O my God ! oh, fave me, Pow'r 
Of pow'rs ſupreme, in that tremendous hour! 190 
From caſt to weſt they fly, from pole to line, 
Imploring ſhelter from the wrath divine; 
Bey flames to wrap, or whelming feas to ſweep, 
Or rocks to yawn, compaſſionately deep: 
geas caſt the monſter forth to meet his doom, 195 
And rocks but priſon up for wrath to come. 
So fares a traitor to an carthly crown, 
While Death fits threat'ning in his prince's frown. 
His heart 's diſmay d; and now his fears command 
To change his native for a diſtant land : 2c0 
Swift orders fly. the king's ſe vere decree 
Stands in the channel, and locks up the fea; 
The port he ſeeks obedicnt to her lord, 
Hurls back the rebel to his lifted ſword. 
But why ths idle toil to paint that day? 205 
This time elaborately thrown away ? 
Words all in vain pant after the diftreſ<, 
The height of eloquence would n et. 
Heav'as! how the good mant: 
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And is there a Laſt Day? and muſt there comen20 
A ſure, a fix d, inexorable doom? 
Ambition ! fwell, and, thy proud faih to how, 
Take all the winds that Vanity can blow; 
Wealth ! on a golden mountain hlaaing ſtand, 
And reach an Indie forth in either hand 215 
Spread all thy purple cluſters, tempting Vine ! 
And thou, more dreaded foe, bright Beauty! ſhine : 
Shine all, in ali your charms together riſe, 
That all. in all your charms, I may deſpiſe, 
While | mount upward on a ſtrong defire, 220 
Borne, like Elijah, in a car of fire. 
In hopes of glory to be quite involv'd! 
To ſmile at death ! to long to be diffolv'd ! 
From our decays a pleaſure to receive ! 
And kindle into tranſport at a grave ? 223 
What <qual> this? And ſhall the victor now | 
Boaſt the proud laurels on his loaded brow ? 
Religion! oh thou cherub, heav'nly bright! 
Oh joys unmix d, and fathomlefs dehght! 
Thou, thou art all; nor find | in the whole 239 
Creation aught but God and my own foul. 
For ever, then, my Soul! thy God adore, 
Nor let the brute-creation praife him more. 
Shall things inanimate my conduct blame, 
And fluſh my conſcious cheek with ſpreading ſhame? 
They all for him purſue, or quit, their end; 236 
The mounting flames their burning pow r ſuſpend; 
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In folid heaps th unfrogcn billows ſtand. 

To reſt and filence aw'd by his command: 

Nay, the dre monſtervghat infeſt the flood, 240 
By nature dreadful, and athirſt for blood. 

His will can calm, their ſavage tempers bind, 

And turn to mild protector of mankind. 

la the deep chambers of the gloomy main, 245 
When Darkneſs round him all her horreurs ſpread, 
And the loud ocean bello d o'er his head? 

When now the thunder roars, the lightning flies, 
And all the warring winds tumultuous riſc ; 
When now the foaming ſurges, tofs'd on high, 250 
Diſcloſe the ſands beneath, and touch the cy; 
When death draws near, the mariners aghaſt, 
Their courage fickens into derp diſmay, 

Their hearts, thro” fear and anguiſh, melt away; 254 
Nor tears, nor pray re, the tempeſt can appeaſe; 
Now they de vote their treaſure to the ſeas; 
Unload their ſhatter'd bark, tho' richly fraughe, 
And think the hopes of life are cheaply bought 
With gems and gold; but, oh, the ſtorm ſo high! 260 
Nor gems nor gold the hopes of life can buy. 

The trembling prophet then, themſelves to ſave, 
They headlong plunge into the briny wave; 
Down he deſcends, and, booming o'er his head, 
The billows cloſe; he's number d with the dead. 265 
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(Hear, O ye Juſt! attend ye virtuous few! 

And the bright paths of piety purſue) 

Lo! the great Ruler of the world, from high, 

Looks fmiling down with a propitious eye, 

And bids tempeſtuous Nature filent land; 

Commands the peaceful waters to give place, 

Or kindly fold him in a foft embrace; 

He bridles in the monſters of the deep; 

The bridled monſters awful diſtance keep; 274 

And guiltlefs gaze, and round the ſtranger play. 
But till ariſe new wonders; Nature's Lord 

Sends forth into the deep his pow'rful word, 

And calls the great leviathan : the great 280 

Leviathan attends in all his ſtate, 

Exults for joy. and, with a mighty bound, 

Makes the fea ſhake, and heav'n and earth reſound, 
Aad drives vaſt billows to the diſtant land. 28g 
As yawns an earthquake, when imprifog'd air 
Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare, 
Meaſures his monſtrous teeth, afar deſery d. 290 
And rolls his wond'ring eyes from fide to fide ; 

Then takes poſſeſſion of the ſpecious ſeat, 
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Now is he plcas'd the northern blaſt to hear, 
And hangs on liquid mountains void of fear, 293 
Or falls-immers'd into the depths below, 
Where the dead filent waters never flow; 

Ta the foundations of the hills convey'd, | 
Dwells in the ſhelving mountain s dreadful fhade; + 


Where plummet never reach'd he draws his breath, 

And glides ſerenely thro” the paths of death. 3cn | 
Two wondrous days and nightsthro coral groves, 

Thro' labyrinths of rocks and fands, he roves; | 
When the third morning, with its level rays, | 

It ſees the king of waters riſe, and pour | 
His facred gueſt uninjur d on the ſhore ; 

A type of that great ble ſſing which the Muſe 

In her next labour ardently purſucs. 309 


End of Book Firſt. 
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We hope that the departed will riſe again from the duſt; ꝗ——ÿ 
like the gods, they will be mmorrial. 
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Now man awakes, and from his ſilent bed, 

Where he has ſlept for ages, lifts his head, 

Shakes off the flumber of ten thouſand years, 

And on the borders of acw worids appears. 

Whate'er the bold, the raſh, adventure colt, F# 

In wide eternity | dare be loſt. 

The Muſe is wont in narrow houndsto fing, 

To teach the ſwain, or celebrate the king. 

I graſp the whole ; no more to parts conſin d, 

I bfe my voice. and fing to humankind : 10 

I fing to men and angels; angels join, 

While ſuch the theme, their ſacred fong»with mine. 
Again the trumpet's intermitted found 

Rolls the wide circuit of creation round, 

An univerſal concourſe to prepare " 

Of all that ever breach d the vital air; 

In ſome wide field, which active whirlwinds 
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To ſmooth and lengthen out th* unbounded ſpace, ' 
And ſpread an area for all human race. 20 
Now monuments prove faithful co their truſt, 
And render back their long-committed duſt; 
Now charnels rattle ; ſcatter'd limb. and all 
The various bones, obſequious to the call, 
Self-merv'd, advance; the neck, perhaps, to meet 25 
The diſtant head; the diſtant legs the feet. 
Dreadful to view, ſee thro the duſky ſky | 
Fragments of bodie in confuſion fly, | 
To diftant regions journeying, there to claim | 
Deſerted members, and complete the frame. 30 
Whew the world bow d to Rome'salmighty ſword, 


Rome bow's to Pompey, and conleſ - d ber lord : = 
Became the ſcorn and pity of his foe; 
His blood a traitor's ſacrifice was made, 35 
And fmok'd indignant on a ruffian's blade: 

No trumpet's found, no gaſping armies yell, 

Bid, with due horrour, his great ſoul farewell: 
Obſcure his fall! all welt'ring in his gore, 

His trunk was caſt to periſh on the ſhore ! 40 
While Julius frown'd the bloody monſter dead, 
Who brought the world in his great rival's head. 
This ſever'd head and trunk ſhall join once more, 
Tho realms now rife between, and oceans roar. 
The trumpet's ſound each fragrant mote ſhall hear, 
Or fix'd in earth, or if afloat in air, 46 
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Obey the ſignal wafted in the wind, 
And not one ſlee ping atom lag behind. 
So ſwarming bees that on a ſummer's day, 
In airy ring» and wild meanders play, 
— — 
And, gently circling. on a bough deſcend. 
The body thus cenew'd, the confcious ſoul, 
Or midſt the burning planets wound ring ſtray d, 55 
Or hover d o'er where her pale corpſe was laid, 
Or rather cuaſted on her final ſtate, 
And fear'd, or wiſh d, for her appointed fate; 
This ſoul, returning with a conſtant flame, 
Now weds for ever her immortal frame: 60 
Life, which ran down before, fo high is wound, 
The ſprings maintain an everlaſting round. 
Thus a frail model of the work deſigu d 
Firſt takes a copy of the builder's mind; 
Before the ſtructure firm, with laſting oak, 65 
And marble bowels of the folid rock, 
Turns the ſtrong arch, and bids the columns riſe, 
And bear the lofty palace to the ſkies; 
The wrongs of time enabled to furpaſs, 
With bars of adamant, and ribs of braſs. 70 
That ancient, facred, and illuftrious dome, 
Where ſoon or late fair Albion's heroes come 
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From camps and courts, tho” great, or wiſe, or juſt, 
To feed the worm, and moulder into duſt ; 
That ſolemn manſion of the royal dead, 75 
Where paſſing flave> o'er ſleeping monarchs tread, 
Now popalous o'crflows; a numerous race 
Of rifing kings fill all th exrended ſpace : | 
A life well ſpent, not the victorious fword, 
Awards the crown, and ſtyles the greater lord. to 
Nor monuments alone, and burial earth, 
L aboyrs with man to this his ſecond birth 1 
But where gay palacrs in pomp ariſe, 
Support the pride of their luxurious ſons. 
Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. | 
No ſpot on earth but has ſupply d a grave, | 
And human ſkulls the ſpacious ocean pave; 90 
All 's full of man; and at this dreadful turn 
The ſwarm ſhall iſſue, and the hive ſhall burn. 
Not all at once, nor in like manner, riſe : 
Shrink backward from the terrout of the light, 33 
And blefs the grave, and call for laſting nixhe : 
Others. whoſe long-attempced virtue ſtood 
Fix'd as a rock, and broke the ruſhing flood. 
Whoſe firm reſolve nor beauty could melt down, 
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Such, in this day of horrours, ſhall be ſeen 
To face the thunders with a godlike mien. 
The planets drop, their thoughts are fix d above; 
The centre ſhakes, their hearts diſdain to move. 
An earth diſſolving, and a heav'n thrown wide, 1c5 
A yawning gulf, and ficads on ev'ry fide, 
Serene they view, impatient of delay, 
And bleſs the dawn of everlaſting day. 108 
Here Greatncfs proſtrate falls ; there Strength gives 
Here lazarsſmile ; there Beauty hides her face.ſplace, 
Chriſtians, and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans ſtand, 
A blended throng, one undiſt inguiſh d band. 
Some who, perhaps, by mutual wounds expir'd, 
With zeal for their diſtinct perfuaſions fir'd, 
In mutual friendſhip their long lumber break, 113 
And hand in hand their Saviour's love partake. 
But none are fluſh'd with brighter joy, or, warm 
With juſter confidence, enjoy the ſtorm, 
Than thoſe whoſe pious bounties, unconfin'd, 
In that illuſtrious rank what ſhining light, 
With ſuch difiinguifh's glory, fills my fight ? 
Bend down, my grateful Muſe! that homage ſhow, 
Which to ſuch worthies thou art proud to owe. 
Wickham ! Fox Chichley ! hail, illuſtrious names! 
Who tu far diſtant times diſpenſe your beams; 126 
* Founders of Ne w. college. Corpus Chriſti, and All-Souls, 
in Oxford, of all which the Author was a member. 
E iy 
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Beneath yeur ſhades, and near your cryſtal ſprings, 
I firſt preſum d to touch the trembling ſtrings. 
Alt hail, thrice honour'd! t was your great renowy 
To bleſs a people, and oblige a crown; 230 
And now you riſe, eternally to ſhine, 
Ecernally to drink the rays divine. 

Indulgent God l oh how ſhall mortal raiſe 
His ſoul to due returns of grateful praiſe, 
For bounty fo profuſe to humankind, 135 
Thy wondrous gift of an eternal Mind? 
Shall I, who, fome few years ago, was leſs 
Than worm, or mite, or ſhadow, can expreſs, 
Was nothing; ſhall I live, when ev'ry fire 
Of ev'ry ſtar ſhall languiſh and expire ? 249 
When earth 's no more, ſhall | ſurvive above, 
And thro' the radiant files of angels move ? 
Or, as before the throne of God | ſtand, 
Where our adventures ſhall perhaps be taught, 145 
As we now tell how Michael ſung or fought ? 
All rhat has being in full concert join, 
And celebrate the depths of love divine ! 

But, oh! before this bliſsful tate, before 
Th' aſpiring ſoul this wondrous height can ſoar, 156 
The Judge, deſcending, thunders from afar, 
And all mankind is ſummon d to the bar. 

This mighty ſcene | next preſume to draw; 
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Ezpe# not here, the known ſucceſiful arts 235 

To win attention, and command our hearts. 

Piction ! be far away ; let no machine, 

Deſcending here, no fabled god, be ſeen; 

Behold the God of gods indeed deſcend, 

| Lo! the wide theatre, whoſe ample ſpace 

Muſt entertain the whole of human race, 

At Heav'n's all-pow'rful edict is prepar'd, 

And fenc'd around with an immortal guard. 

Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds, o eri 163 

The mighty plain, and deluge all below, 

Anderv'ry age and nation pour: along: 

Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng ; 

Of all thoſe ages which their births dicjoin. 170 
How empty learning, and how vain is art! 

But as it mends the life, and gnides the heart | 
Whatvolumeshavebeenſwell'd, what tin. e beenſpent, 

To fix a hero's birthday or deſcent ! 

What joy mult it now yield, what rapture raiſe, 273 
To ſee the glorious race of ancient days? 

To greet thoſe worthies who perhaps have ſtood 
Illuſtrious on record before the flood? 

Alas ! a nearer care your foul demands, 

' Cafar unnated in your preſence ſtands. 180 
How vaſt the concourſe not in number more 

The waves chat break on the reſounding ſhore, 
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The leaves that tremble in the ſhady grove, ? 
The lamps that gild the ſpangled vaulrs above; 
Thoſe overwhelming armics, whote command 185 
Said to one empire Fall; another Stand; 

Whoſe rear lay wrapt in night, while breaking dawn 
Nous d the broad front. and call'd the bartle on; 
Great Xerxes world in arms, proud Canna v field, 
Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to yield, 
( Another blow had broke the Fates decree, 19 
And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy) 
Immortal 3lenheim, fam d Ramillia's hoſt ; 

They all are here, and here they all are loſt : 
Their millions ſwell to be difcern'd in vain, 195 
Loſt as a billow in th' unbounded main. 

This echoing voice now rends the yielding air, 
For judgment, judgment, Sons of men! prepare! 
Earth ſhakes ane w, I hear her groans profound, 
And Hall thro' all her trembling realms reſound. 2c o 

Whoe er thou art, thou greateſt pow r of earth, 
Blefs'd with moſt equal planets at thy birth, 
Whoſe valour drew the moſt fucceſ>ful tword, 
Moſt realms united in one common lord, 

Who, on the day of triumph, ſaidſt, Be thine a2cs 
The ſkies, Jehovah, all this world is mine ; 

Dare not to lift thine eye. — Alas ! my Muſe ! 
How art thou loſt ? what numbers canſt thou chuſe ? 

A ſudden bluſh inflames the waving ſl y, 

And gow the crimſun curtains open fly; 210 
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Lo! far within, and far above all height, 
Where heav'n's great Sov'reign reigns in worlds of 
Whence Nature he informs, and with oneray, flight, 
Shot from his eye, does all her works ſurvey, 
Creates, ſupports, confounds! where time, and place, 
Matter, and form, and fortune, life, and grace, $86 
Wait humbly at the footſtool of their God, 

And move obedient at his awful nod; 

Whence he behold» us vagrant emmets crawl 

At random on this air ſuſpended ball, 220 
(Speck of creation) if he pour ene breath, 

The bubble breaks, aad 'tis cternal death. 

Thence iſſuing | behold, (but mortal fighe 
Suſtains not ſuch a ruſhing fea of light) 
Lee, on an empyreal flying thrones 225 
Sublimely rais'd, heav'n's everlaſting Son, 

Crown'd wich that Majeſty which form'd the werld, 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl'd. 
Virtue, Dominion, Praiſe, Omnipotence, 

Support the train of their triumphant Prince. $30 
A zone, beyond the thoughe of angels brighe, 
Around him, like the zodiack, winds its light. 
Night ſhades the folemn arches of his brows, 
And in his cheek the purple morning glows. 
Where'er, ſerene, he turns propitious eyes, 335 
Or we , or find a paradiſe; 

— reddens their mild deams, 

The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. 
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On one hand Knowledge ſhines in pureſt light; 

On one the fword of Juſtice, fiercely bright. 240 

Now bend the knee in ſport, preſent the reed; 

Now tell the ſcourg d Impoſtor he ſhall bleed! 
Thus glorious thro” the court»of henv'nthe Source 

Of life and death eternal bends his courſe ; 

Loud thunders round him roll, and lightning play; 

Th' angelick hoſt is rang d in bright array: 246 

Some touch the ſtring, fome ſtrike the ſounding ſhell, 

And mingling voices in rich coneert ſwell; 

Voices ſeraphick : blefs'd with fuch a train, 

Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 250 
Triumphant King of glory! Soul of Blifs! 

W hat a ttupendous turn of fate is this? 

O!-whither art thou rais'd above the ſcorn 

And indigence of him in Bethle'm born; 

A ncedlefs, helpleſs, unaccounted gueſt, 254 

And but a fecond to the fodder d beaſt ? 

How chang'd from him who, meckly proſtrate laid, 

Vouchſaf'd ro waſh the ſcet himfelf had made! 

From him who was betray'd, for ſook, deny d, 259 

Wept, languiſh'd, pray'd. bled, thirſted, groan'd, and 

Hung pierc'd and bare, inſulted by the foe, [dy'd? 

All heav'n in tears above, earth vnconcern'd below? 

And was't enough to bid the ſun retire ? 

Why did not Nature at thy groan expire ? 

I ſee, I hear, I feel, the pangs divine; 265 

The world is vaniſh'd, —I am wholly thine. 
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Miſtaken Caiaphas! ah! which blaſphem d, 
Thou or My pris'ner ? which ſhall be condema's? 
Well mighC' thou rend thy garments, weil exclaim, 
Deep are the horrours of eternal lame! 270 
But God is good ! 'tis wondrous all! ev'n he 
Thou gav'ſt to death, ſhame, torture, dy d for thee. 
Now the deſcending triumph ſtops its flight, 
From earth full twice a planetary height: 
There all the clouds condens'd, two celumns raiſe, 
Diſtin& with orient veins and golden blaze; 276 
One fix'd on carth, and one in fea, and round 


les ample foot the ſwelling billows ſound : 

Theſe an immeaſurable arch ſupport. 

The grand tribunal of this awful court: ꝛ 0 
Sheets af bright azure, from the pureſt ſky, 

Death, wrapt in chains, low at the baſis lies, 


(fy: 
And on the point of his own arrow dies. | 
Here high enthron d th' cternal Judge is plac'd, 
With all the grandeur of his Godhead grac'd; 286 
Stars on his rubes in beauteous order mcet, 
And the fun burns beneath his awful feet. 
No an archangel. eminently bright, 
From off his filver ſtaff, of wondrous height, 290 
Unfurls the Chrittian flag, which waving flies, 
And ſhuts and opens more than hal the ſkics: 
The Croſs fo ſtrong a red. it ſheds a ſtain, 
Where er it flogts, on carth, and air, and main: 
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Fluſhes the hill, and fets on fire the wood, ys 
And turns the decp-dy'd ocean into blood. 

Oh formidable glory! dreadful bright! 
Refulgenc torture to the guilty fight. 

Ah turn, wowaery Muſe! nor dare reveal 


What horrid thoughts with the pollutcd dwell. 300 


Say not, (to make the fun ſhrigk in his beam) 

Dare not affirm they wiſh it all a dream; 

With or their fouls may with their lambs decay, 

Or God be ſpoil'd of his eternal fway : 

But rather, if thou know'ft the means, unfold 30g 
How they with tranſport might the ſcene behold. 
Ah how! but by repentance, by a mind 

Quick, and ſevere, its own offence to find ? 

By tears, and groans, and never-ceafing care, 


Thus then, with fervency, till now unknown, 
I caſt my heart before th eternal throne, 
In this great temple, which the flies ſurround 
Fer homage to its Lord, a narrow bound. 
«© OThou! whoſe balance doe>themountains weigh, 
* Whoſe will the wild tumultuous feas obey, 366 


That flame to tempeſt, and that rempeſt tame: 


* Farth's meaneft fon, all trembling, proſtrate falls, 
And on the boundleſs of thy goodnefs calls, 5260 | 


* Oh! give the winds all paſt offence to ſweep, 
++ To featter wide, or bury in the deep: 


And all the pious violence of pray'r? 370 | 
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— — , my weakneſs, may | ever fee, 
And wholly dedicate my foul to thee : | 
« Reign o'er my will; my pailions ebb and flow 335 
« At thy command, nor human mative know ! 
« if anger boil, let anger be wy pruiſe. 
% And fin the graceful indignation raiſe: 
« My love be warm to ſuccuur the diſtreſo d, 
e And lift the burden from the foul oppreſs d. 330 
«© Oh may my underſtanding ever read 
6& This glorious valume which thy wiſdom made 
6 Who decks the maiden Spring with flow'ry pride? 
« Who calls forth dummer, like a ſparkling bride ? 
« Who joys the mother Autumn's bed to crown ? 
« And bids old Winter lay her honours down? 336 
Not the great Ottoman, or greater Czar, 
Not Europe's arbitreſs of peace and war. 
© May fea, and land, and earth. andheav'n, be join d, 
4 To bring ch eternal Author to my mind! 340 
© When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, 
« Maythoughtsofchydread vengeanceſhake my ſou}; 
When earth s ia bloom, or planets proudly ſhine, 
<< Adore, my Heart! the Majeſty Divine. 
© Thre' ev'ry ſcene of life, or peace, or war, 345 
6& Plenty, or want, thy glory be my care! 
tc Shine we in arms? or ſuig bencath our vine? 
* Thiae is the vintage, and the conqueſt thine: 
* Thy pleafure points the ſhaft, and bends the bow, 
RB 350, 
Vadume III. 


26 run LAST DAY. Book IL. 
Ts thou that lead” our pow'rful armies forth, _ 
. and giv'ſt great Anne thy ſceptre o'er the North. 
Grant | may ever, at the morning ray, 

% Open with pray'r the conſecrated day; 

* Func thy great praiſe, and bid my foul ariſe, 355 
« And with the mounting fun aſcend the flies : | 
As that advances, let my zeal improve, 
And glow with ardour of conſummate love; | | 
% Nor ceaſe at eve. but with the ſetting fun 
«© My endlets worſhip ſhall be ſtill begun. a» 5 
«© And. oh ! permit the gloom of ſolemn Night 
To facred thought may forcibly invite. 

4 When this world s ſhut, and awful planets riſe, 
66 Call on our minds, and raiſe them to the ſkies; 
«© Compoſe our fouls with a lefs dazzling fight, 365 
« And ſhew all Nature in a milder light; 

«© How e ry boift rous thought in calm ſubfides ! 
«© How the fmooth'd ſpirit into goodneſs glides ! 
<< how divine! to tread the Milky Way, 

« To the bright palace of the Lord of day; 370 
<< His court admire, or for his favour ſue, 

« Or leagues of friendſhip with his ſaints renew; 
<< Plcas'd to look down. and fee the world aſleep, 
While I long vigils to its founder keep! 

* Canft thou not ſhake the centre? Oh, control, 
es gubdue by force, the rebel in my foul. 376 
4 Thou who canſt till the raging of the flood, 
tc Reſtrain the various tumults of my blood: 
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And let the Mouſe or now affeQ the ſky, 
Or in inglorious ſhades fur ever lie. 
She kindles ; ſhe s inflam'd, fo near the goal; 


Ten thouſand trumpets now at once advance; 
Now deepeſt filence lulls the vaſt expanſe : 
So deep the filence, and fo ſtrong the blaſt, 
As Nature dy d, when ſhe had groan'd her laſt. 20 
Nor man nor angel moves; the Judge on high 
Looks round, and with his glory fills the ſky ; 
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Then on the fatal book his hand he lays, 

Which high to view ſupporting feraphs raiſe 3 

In folemn form the rituals are prepar'd, 25 

The feal is broken, and a groan is hear'd. 

And thou, my Soul! (oh, fall to ſudden pray'r, 

And let the thought fink deep ! ) ſhalt thou be there? 
See on the left (for by the great command 

The throng divided falls on either hand) 30 

How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obſcene, 

What more than death in every face and mien 

With what diſtreſs, and glarings of affright, 

They ſhock the heart, and turu away the ſight ? 

In gloomy erb- their trembling eyeballs roll, 34 

And tell the horrid ſecrets of the foul: 

Each geſture mourns, each look is black with care, 

And ev'ry groan is loaden with deſpair. | 

Reader ! if guilty, ſpare the Muſe, and find 

A trucr image pictur'd in thy mind. hb 
Shouldit thou behold thy brother, father, wife, 


And all the foft companions uf thy life, 


Whoſe blended int reſt : levell d at one aim, 

Whoſe mix d deſires ſent up one common flame, 

Divided far, thy wretched ſelf alone 44 

Caſt on the left of all whom thou haſt known, 

How would it wound? what millions wouldſt thou 

Flung back in time an hour. a moment's ſpace, s 

To graſp with eagerneſs the means of grace, 30 
C1 
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Contend for mercy with a pious rage, 

And in that moment to redeem an age ? 

Drive back the tide, ſuſpend a ſtorm in air, 

Arreſt the fun, but fill of this deſpair. 

Mark, on the right, how amiable a grace! 33 
Their Maker's image freſh in ev'ry face! 

What purple bloom my ra viſh d foul admires, 

And their eyes ſparkling wich immortal fires! 
Triumphant Beauty ! charms that riſe above 


This world, and in bleſs'd angels kindle love! (0 


To the great Judge with holy pride they turn, 

And dare behold th Almighcy's anger burn, 

And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. 

Are theſe the forms that moulder'd in the duſt? 6g 

Oh the tranſteudent glory of the juſt ! 

Yer ſtill ſome thin remains of fear and doubt 

Thi infected brightneſs of their joy pollute. 
Thesehe chatte bridegroom, when the prieſt draws | 

Beholds his blefing with a trembling eye, {nigh, 


Feels doubeful paſſioas throb in ev'ry vein, 71 
And in his checks are ming led joy and pain. | 
Left ſtill ſome intervening chance ſhould riſe, 
Leap forth at once, and ſnatch the golden prize, 
Influme his wo, by bringing it ſo late, 75 
And ſtab him in the criſis of his fate. ; 
Since Adam“ family, from ſirſt to laſt, 

Now into one dillinc ſurvey is c, 
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Look round, vainglorious Muſe ! and you whoe*er 
Devote yourſelves to Fame, and think her fair, d 
Look round, and ferk the lights of human race, 
Whoſe ſhining acts Time's brighteſt annals grace : 
Who founded ſes, crowns conquer's or refign'd; 
Gave names to nations, or fam d empires join'd; 
Who rai»'d the vale, and laid the mountain low, 85 
And taught obedient rivers where to flow; 
Who with vaſt fle eta, as with a mighty chain, 
Could bind the manefs of the rowing main; 
All loft ? all undiſtinguiſh d? nowhere found? 
How will this truth in liourbon's palace found ? 90 
That hour, on which the Almighty King on high, 
From all eternity. has fix'&his eye, 
Whether his right hand favour'd or annoy'd, 
Continu'd, alter'd, threaten d, or deſtroy d, | 
Southern or eaſtern ſceptre downward hurP'd, 93 
Gave notth or weſt dominion or the world; 
The poiat of time, for which the world was built, 
For which the blood of God himſelf was ſpilt, 
That dreadful moment is arriv d 
Aloft, the feats of bliſs their pomp diſplay, co 
Brighter than brightneſs this diſtinguiſh'd day; 
Lefs glorious when of old th' eternal Son 
From realms of night return'd with trophies won; 
Thro' heav'n's high gates when he triumphant rode, 
Aud ſhoutivg angels hails the Victur God, 20g 


32 TEE LAST DAY. Book 178, 


Horrours beneath, darkneſs in darkneſs, he ll 
Of hell, where torments behind corments dwell ; 
A furnace formidable, deep and wide, 
O'erboiling with a mad fulphurcous tide, 

Expands its jaws, mott dreadful to ſurvey, 110 
And roars outrageous for the deſtin d prey: 

The fons of light ſcarce unappall'd look down, 
And nearer preſs heav'n's everlaſting throne. 

Such is the ſcene, and one ſhort moment's ſpace 
Concludes the hopes and fears of human race, 113 
Proceed who dares l tremble as | write; 

The whole creation ſwims before my light : 

I fee, I fee the Judge's frowning brow; 

Say not t is diſtant ; I behold it now : 

I faint, my tardy blood forgets to flow, 120 
My foul recoils at the ſtupeadous wo; 

In theſe, or words like theſe, ſhall be expreſt. | 
+ Who burſt the barriersof my peaceful grave? 
* Ah! cruel Death, that would no longer fave, 125 

*« But grudg d me cv'n that narrow dark abode, 
And caſt me out into the wrath of God; 
Where ſhrieka, the roaring flame, theratrling chain, 
And all the dreadful eloquence of Pain, 
* Our only ſong; black firc's malignant light, 230 
The ſole refreſhment of the blaſted fight. 

*« Muſt all thoſe pow rs Heav'n gave me to ſupply 
+ My ſoul with pleaſure, and bring in my joy, 
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ts Riſe up in arms againſt me, join the foe, 

1 $enfe, reaſon, memory, increaſe my wo ;z 11 
« And ſhall my voice, ordain'd on hymns to dwell, 
« Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hell ? | 
Oh! muſt | look with terrour on my gain, 

« And with exiſtence oaly meſure pain ? 

« What ! no reprieve, 80 leaſt indulgence giv'n, 140 
Mo beam of hope, from any point of han 
Ah Mercy! Mercy ! art thou dead above ? 

6 Is love extinguiſh'd in the Source of love ? 

« Bold that | am, did Heav'n ſtoop down to hell ? 
« Th expiring Lord of Life my ranſom feal? 245 
Have l not been induftrious to provoke? 

« From his embraces obſtinately broke? 

« Purſu'd and panted for his mortal hate, 

« Earn'd my deſtruQtion, labour d out my fate ? 

« And dare I on extinguiſh'd love exclaim? 20 
6 Take, take full vengeance, rouſe the flack'ningflame; 
14 Juſt is my lot—bur, oh! muſt it tranſcend 

«© The reach of time, deſpair a diſtant end? 

© Wich dreadful growth ſhoot forward, and ariſe, 154 


Where Thought cann't follow, apd bold Fancy dies! 


«© Never! where falls the ſoul at that dread found ? 
Down an adyſs how dark, and how profound! 
« Down, down, (I till am falling, horrid pain!) 
4 Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms ſtill remain; 
« My plunge but ſtill begun —and this for fin? 166 
6 Could | offend if I had never been, | | | 


Rut ſtill increas'd the ſenſeleſs happy maſs, 
e Flow'd in the ſtream, or ſhiver'd in the graſs? 
«6 Father of mercies! why from filent carth 
© Didft thou awake, and curſe me into birth? 163 
4 Tear me from quiet, raviſh me from night, 
And make a thankleſs preſent of thy light! 
«© Puſh into being a reverſe of thee, 
And animate a clod with miſery ? 169 


*© The beaſts are happy; they come forth, and keep 


«© Short watch on earth, and then lie down to ſleep : 
«© Pain is for man; and, oh! how vaſt a pain 

& For crimes, which made the Godhead bleed in vain ? 
«© 4innull'd his groans, as far as in them lay, 

„And flung his agonies and death away? 173 
„As our dire puniſhment for ever ſtrong, 

* Curs'd with returns of vigour, ſtill the ſame, 

«© Pow'rful to bear, and ſatisfy the flame; 

_ © 5till to be caught, and ſtill to be purſu d 180 
To periſh ſtill. and ſtill to be renew d! 

And this, my Help! my God! at thy decree? 
Nature is chang'd, and hell ſhould ſuccour me. 
And canſt thou then look down from perfect bliſs, 
And ſee me plunging in the dark abyts? 153g 
Calling thee ather in a fea of fire? 

« Or pouring blaſphemies at thy deſire ? 
„With mortals' anguiſh wilt thou raiſe thy name, 
* And by my pang» omnipotence proclaim 2 
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«© Thou who canſt toſs the planets to and fro, 190 
„ Contract not thy great vengeance to my wo; 

« Cruſh worlds: in hotter flames fall'n angels lay; 
« On me almighty wrath is caſt away. 

4 Call back thy thunders, Lord! hold in thy rage, 
« Nor with a ſpeck of wretchedneſs engage: ngg 
« Forget me quite, nor ſtoop a worm to blame, 

6 But loſe me in the greatneſs of thy name. 

© Thou art all love, all mercy, all divine, 

4 And ſhall | make thoſe glorics ccafe to ſhine ? 

« Shall finful man grow great by his offence, 200 
And from its courſe turn back Omaipotence ? 

„ Forbid it! and, oh! grant, great God! at leaſt 
This one, this lender, almoſt no requeſt ; 
„When I have wept a thouſand lives away, 

«© When Torment is grown weary of its prey, 203 
% When | have rav'd ten thouſand years in fire, 
Ten thouſand thouſands. let me then expire. 
Deep anguiſh! but too late: the hopeleſs foul 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool, 

Tho' loath, and ever loud blaſpheming, owns 210 
He 's juſtly doom'd to pour eternal groans; 
Eaclos'd with horrours, and transfix'd with pain, 
Rolling in vengeance, ſtrugyling with his chain; 
To talk to fiery tempeſts, to implore _ 

The raging flame to give its burnings oer; 215 
To tofs, to writhe, to pant beneath his load, 

And bear the weight of an offended God, 
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The favour'd of their Judge in triumph move 
To take poſſcfſion of their thrones above, 
Satan's accury'd deſertion to ſupply, 220 
And fill the vacant ſtations of the ſky, 
Agaia to kindle long-extinguiſh'd rays, 
And with new lights dilace the heav'nly blaze; 
To crop the roſes of immortal yourh, a 
And drink the ſountain- head of ſacred truth; 235 
To ſwim in feas of blifs, to ſtrike the ſtring, 
And life the voice to their Almighty King ; 
To loſe eternity in grateful lays, 
And fill heav'n's wide circumference with praiſe. 
Buc I attempt the wondrous height in vain, 230 
And leave unſiniſn d the too lofty firain : 
What boldly | begin let others end ; 
My ſtrength exhauſting, fainting I deſcend, 
And chuſe a lefs, but no ignoble theme, 


Diſſolving elements, and worlds in flame. 2373 


The fatal period, the great hour, is come, 
And Nature ſhrinks at her approaching doom; 
Loud peals of thunder give the fign, and all 
Heav'n's terrours in array ſurround the ball; 
Sharp lightnings with the meteors' blaze conſpire, 
And, darted downward, fet the world on fire: 241 
Black rifiag clouds the thicken'd ether choke, 
And ſpiry flames dart thro' the rolling ſmoke, 
And ſtrike the darken'd ſky with dreadful light? 245 
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From heav'n's four regions, with immortal force, 
drive on the wind's impetuous courſe, 

} | T*enrage the flame; it ſpreads, it foars on high, 
Swells in the ſtorm, and billows thro' the ſky: 
Here winding pyramids of fire aſcend, 250 
Cities and deſerts in one ruin blend; 
Here blazing volumes, wafted, overwhelm 
| The ſpacious face of a far diſlant realm; 
There, undermin'd, down ruſh cternal hills, 

The neighb'ring vales the vaſt deftruction fills. 255 
Hear'ſtthouthat dreadful crack ? that ſound which 
Like peals of thunder, and the centre ſhook ? 
What wonders muſt that groan of Nature tell? 
Which ſeem'd, above the reach of Fate to ſtand 260 
A tow'ring monument of God's right-hand, 

| Now duſt and fmoke, whole brow fo lately ſpread 
Oer ſhelter'd countries its diſfuſi ve ſhade. 

Shew me that celebrated ſpot, where all 
The various rulcrs of the ſcver'd ball 265 
Have humbly fought wealth, honour, and redreſs, 
That land which Heav'n ſecm'd diligent to bleſs, 
Once call'd Britannia; can her glories end? 
And cann't ſurrounding ſeas her realms defend? = 
Alas! in flames behold furrounding ſeas! 270 
Like oil, their waters but aug meat the blaze. 

Some angel ſay where ran proud Afia's bound? 
Or where with fruits was fair Europa crown'd ? 
Folume III. D 
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38 THE LAST DAY. Book I 
Where ſtretch'd waſte Lybia? where did India'sſftore 
Sparkle in di'monds, and her golden ore? 
Fach loſt in each, their mingling kingdoms glow, 
And all diffolv'd, one fiery deluge flow: 

Thus earth's contending monarchies are join'd, 
And a full period of ambition find. 


And now whate er or ſwims, or walks, or flies, 2 


Inhabitants of ſea, or earth, or ſkics; 


All on whom Adam's wiſdom fix'd a name, 
All plunge, and periſh in the cor qu' ring flame. 


And catch the clouds, and make the heav'n's their 
The ſun, the moon, the ſlars, all melt away; [pep 
Al,, all is loſt ; no monument, no ſign, 

Where once ſo proudly blaz'd the gay machine. 
So bubbles on the ſoaming ſtream expire, 299 
So ſparks that ſcatter from the kindlirg fire ; | 
The devaſtations of one dreadful hour 

The great Creator's fix days work devour : 

A mighty, mighty ruin! yet one ſoul 
r 
Exalted in ſuper ĩour excellence, 

Caſts down to nothing ſuch a vaſt expenſe. 

Have ye not ſeen th' eternal mountain's nod, 

An earth diſſolving, a deſcending God ? 
What ſtrange ſurpriſes thro? all nature ran? 30 
For whom theſe revolutions-but for man? | 


This globe alone would but defraud the fire, | 
Starve its devour ng rage; the flakes aſpire, 1 
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recent ie, 
For him thro' all eternity awakes; 
Pours on him giſts ſufficient to ſupply 
Heav'n's loſs, and with freſk glories fill the ſky. 306 
Think deeply then, O Man! how great thou art; 
Pay thyſelſ homage witk a trembling heart; 
What angels guard no longer dare negleR, 
Slighting thyſelf, aFront not God's reſpeR. 
Enter the ſacred temple of thy breaſt, 310 
And gaze and wander there, a raviſh'd gueſt; 
Gaze on thoſe hidden treaſures thou faait find, 
Wander thro' all the glorics of thy mind. 
Of perfect knowledge, ſee, the dawning light 
Foretels a noon moſt exquiſitely bright! 315 
Here ſprings of e::dlcfs joy are breaking forth! 
There buds the promiſe of celeſtial worth ! 
Worth which muil ripen in a happier clime, 
And brighter ſun, beyond the bounds of time. 
Thou, minor, cauſt not gueſs thy vaſt eſtate, 30 
What ſtores, on foreign coaſts, thy landing wait; 
I ofe not thy claim, let virtue's paths be trod, 
Thus glad all heav'n, and pleaſe that bounteous God, 
Who, to hght thee to pleaſures, hung on high 
Yon” radiant orb, proud regent of the ſky: 328 
That ſervice done. its beams ſhall fade away, 
And God ſhine forth in one eternal day. 327 


End of Brok Third. 
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Ac clum ardentia lumina tollens, 
Lam nt nam trocras arcehant vincula palma. VIRG. 
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Frox lofrythemes,fromthoughtsthar ſour'don high, | 
And open'd wondrous ſcenes above the ſky, 


My Muſe! deſcend : indulge my fond defire : 
With tofter thoughts my melting foul inſpire, 
And ſmooth my numbers to a female's praile : 
A partial world will liſten to my lays, 
While Anna reigns, and fets a female name 
Unrivall'd in the glorious liſts of Fame. 

Hear, ye fair Davghters of this happy land! 


Whoſe radiant eyes the vanquiſh'd world command, 
Virtue is beauty; but when charms of mind 11 


With elegance of outward form are join'd; 


ta 


Whenyouthmakesſuchbrightobje&«ſtillmorebright, 


And Fortune ſets them in the ſtrongeſt light, 
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"Tis all of heav'n that we below may view, 15 
And all but adoration is your due. 

Fam'd female virtue did this ifle adorn 
Ere Ormond, or her glorious Queen, was born : 
When now Maria's pow'rful arms prevail'd, 
And haughty Dudley's bold ambition fail'd, 29 
The beautrous daughter of great Suffulk's race, 
In blooming youth, adorn'd with cv'ry grace, 
Who gain'd a crown by treaſon not her own, 
And innocer.tly fill'd another's throne, 
Hurl'd from the ſummit of imperial tate, 25 
With c qual mind ſuſtain d the ſtroke of Fate. 
With manly reaſon fortify his heart? 
At once ſhe longs, and is afraid to know ; 
Now ſwift ſhe moves, and now advances flow, 30 
To find her lord, and, finding, paſſes by, 
Silent with fear, nor dares ſhe meet his eye, 
Left that, unaſk'd, in ſpeechleſs grief diicloſe 
The mournful ſecret of his im ward woes. 
Thus after ſickueſs, doubt ful of her face, 35 
The melancholy virgin ſhuns the glaſs. 

At length, with troubled thought, but look ſerene, 
And forrow ſoften'd by her heav'aly mien, 
She claſps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young, 
While tender accents melt upon her toague; 40 
Gentle and ſweet, as vernal zephyr blows, 
Fanning the lily, or the blooming roſe. 
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« Grieve not, my Lord; a crown indeed, is loſt; 
% What far outſhines a crown we ſtill may boaſt; 
* 4 mind compos'd, a mind that can diſdain 4 
„A fruitleſs forrow for a loſs fo vain. 

Nothing is loſs that virtue can improve 

* o wealth eternal, and return above; 

% Above where no diſtinction ſhall be known 

« * ['wixt him whom ſtormeha ve ſhaken from athrone 
% And him who, baſking in che ſmiles of Fate, 31 


* Shone forth in all the ſplendour of the great: 
„Nor can | find the diff rence here below; 
«| lately was a queen; | till am fo, ; 
« While Guilford's wife: thee rather l obey, 5x5 | 
* [han o'er mankind extend imperial ſway. | 
„When we lie down in fome obſcure retreat, f 
* Incens'd Maria may her rage forget; 
And | to death my duty will improve, 
* And what you miſs in empire add in love 6 
Vour godlike foul is open d in your look, 
« And l have faintly your great meaning ſpoke. 
Four this alone I'm: pleas'd | wore the crown, 
* To find with what content we lay it down. 
« Heroes may win, but 'tis a heav'nly race 65 
Can quit a throne with a becoming grace. 

Thus ſpoke the faireſt ot her ſex, and cheer'd 
Mer drooping lord, whoſe boding boſom fear d 
A darker cloud of ills would burſt. and ſhed 


Severer vengeance on her guiltleſs head. 70 
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Too juſt, alas, the terrours which he felt ! 

For, lo! a guard! forgive him if he melt 

How ſharp her pangs, when ſcver'd from his fade, 
The moſt fincercly lov'd, and loving bride 

In ſpace confin'd, the Muſe forbears to tell; 74 
Deep was her anguiſh, but the bore it well: 

His pain was equal, but his virtue lefs ; 

He thought in grief there could be no exceſs. 

Penſi ve he fat, o ercaſt with gloomy care, 

And often foudly claſpꝰd his abſent fair; 80 
Now, ſilent, wander d thro” his rooms of ſtate, 
And ſicken'd at the pomp, and tax d his fate, 
Which thus adorn'd, in all her ſhining ſtore, 

A ſplendid wretch, magnificently poor. | 
Now on the bridal- bed his eyes were caſt, 8; 
And anguiſh fed on his enjoyments paſt ; 

Each recollected pleaſure made him ſmart, 

And ev'ry tranſport ſtabb'd him to the heart. 
That happy moon which ſummon d to delight, 
Which faw him fold her yet untaſted charms 
Deny d to princes) in his longing arms, 

Now ſces the tranſicnt bleſſing fleet away, 

Empire and love! the viſion of a day. 

Thus, in the Britiſh clime, a fummer-ſtorm 93 
Will oft” the ſmiling face of heav'n deform; - 

The winds with violence at once defcend, 

Sweep flow rs and fruits, and make the foreft bend 
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A ſudden winter, while the ſun is near, 
O'ercomes the ſeaſon, and inverts the year. wo 

But whither is the captive borne away, 

The beauteous captive ! from the cheerful day? 
The ſcene is chang' d indeed: before her eyes 
M-boding looks and unknown horrours riſe : 

For pomp and ſplendour, for her guard and crown, 
A gloomy dungeon, and a keeper's frown : zxc6 
Black thoughts each morn invade the lover's breaſt; 
Each night a ruſſian locks the Queen to reſt. 

Ah mournful change, if judg'd by vulgar minds? 
But Suffolk's daughter its advantage finds. 110 
Religion's force divine is beſt diſplay d 
tn deep deſertion of all human aid: 
To ſuccour in extremes is her delight, 


We, diſbelieving our own fenſcs, gaze, 113 | 


And wonder what a mortal s heart can raiſe 
To triumph o'er misfortunes, ſmile in grief, 
And comfort thoſe who come to bring relief: 

We gaze, and, as we gaze, wealth, fame, decay, 
And all the world's vain glories fade away. 120 
Againſt her cares ſhe rais'd a dauntleſs mind, 

And with an ardent heart, but moſt reſign d, 
Deep in the dreadful gloom, with pious heat, 

Amid the ſilence of her dark retreat, 
Addrefs'd her God—** Almighty Pow'r Divine 
* 'Tis thine to raiſe, and to depreſs is thine; 126 
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Book . THE FORCE OF RELIGION. a5 
« With honour to light up the name unknown, 

« Or to put out the luſtre of a throne. 

in my ſhort ſpan both fortunes | have prov'd, 

« And tho' with ill frail nature will be mov'd, 139 
e bear it well: (O ſtrengthen me to bear!) 
And if my picty may claim thy care, 


if I remember'sd, in youth's giddy heat, 
„And tumult of a court, a future ſtate, 5 
O favour, when thy mercy I implare, 131 


fFor one who never guilty ſceptre bore! 

* s | receiv'd the crown z my lord is free; 

« If it muſt fall, let vengeance fall on me: 
Let him ſurvive. his country's name to raiſe, 

© And in a gwlty land to fpeak thy praiſe! 140 
© © may th indulgence of a father's love, 

« Pour'd forth on me, be doubled from above! 

f theſe are ſafe, I'll think my pray ro ſucceed, 
And bleſs thy tender mercies whilſt | bleed. 

'T was now the mouruful eve before that day 145 
In which the Queen to her full wrath gave way; 
Fhro' rigid juſtice ruſh d into offence, 

And drank, in zeal, the blood of innocence. 

The ſun went down in clouds, and ſeem d to mourn 
The fad neceſſity of his return; 135 
The hollow wind, and melancholy rain, 

Or did, or was imagin'd to complain; 

The tapers caſt an inauſpicious light; 

Stars there were nouc, and doubiy dark the nighs. 
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Sweet Innocence in chains can take her reſt; 1; 
Soft ſlumber gently creeping thro' her breaſt, 
She ſinks; and in her ficep is reenthron'd, 
Mock'd by a gaudy dream, and vainly crown'd. 
She views her ſleets and armies, ſcas and land, 
And iretches wide her ſhadow of command: 160 
With royal purple is ber viſion hung; 
By phantom hoſts are ſhouts of conqueſt rung; 
Low at her feet the ſuppliant rival lies; 
Our pris'ner mourns her fate, and bids her riſe. 
Now level beams upon the waters play d, 16s 
Glanc'd on the hills, and weſtward caſt the ſhade; 
The buſy trades in City had began 
To found, and ſpeak the painful life of man. | 
In tyrants' breaſts the thoughts of vengeance rouſe, 
And the fond bridegroom turns him to his ſpouſe. 170 
At this firſt birth of light, while morning breaks, 
Our ſpouſclefs bride, our widow'd wife, awakes; 
Awakes, and ſmiles; nor night's impoſture blames; - 
Her real pomps were little more than dreams; | 
A ſhort-liv'd blaze, a lightning quickly c'er, "7s 
That dy'd in birth, that ſhone and were no more; 
She turns her ſide, and foon reſumes a ſtate 
Of mind well ſuited to her alter d fate, 
Serene, tho' feriouz, when dread tidings come ; 
( Ah wretched Guilford!) of her inftant doom. 11 
gun hide thy beams; in clouds as black as night | 
'tby face involve; be guiltleſs of the fight ; 
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L Or haſte more ſwiftly to the weſtern main, 
Nor let her blood the conſcious daylight ſtain ! 

Oh! how ſevere ] to fall fo new a bride, 35 
Yet bluſhing from the prieſt, in youthful pride; 
When Time had juſt matur d each perſect grace, 
lo And open d all the wonders of her face! 

Io leave her Guilford dead to all relief, 
Fond of his wo, and obflinate in grief. 190 
| Unhappy Fair! whatever Fancy drew, 

(ein promis'd bleſſings) vaniſh from her view; 
Noo& train of cheerful days, endearing nights, 
Nofweet domeſtick joys, and chaſte delights; 
Pleaſures that bloſſom ev n from doubts and fears, 

And bliſs and rapture riſing out of cares: 196 
„ No little Guilford, with paternal grace, | 
o Lull'd on her knee, or ſmiling in her face; 

Who, when her deareft father ſhall return, 

From pouring tears on her untimely urn, aco 
Might comfort to his ſil ver hairs impart, 
Aud fill her place in his indulgent heart; 
As where fruits fall quick-rifing bloſſoms ſmile, 

And the blefs'd lndiau of his cares beguile. 

In vain theſe various reaſons jointly preſs ic 
To blacken death, and heighten her diſtreſs ; 

| Shethro' th' encircling terrours darts her fighc 
o Lo che bleſs'd regions of eternal light, 

And fills her ſoul with peace: to weeping friends 

Her father and her lord ſhe recommends, 210 
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Unmov'd herfelf: her focs her air ſurvey, 
And rage to ſee their malice thrown away. 
She ſoars ; now nought on earth detains her care 
But Guilford, who ſtill ſtruggles for his ſhare. 
Clog and retard her tranſport to the ſkies. 
As trembling flames now take a feeble flight, 
Mow catch the brand with a returning light, 
Thus her foul onward, from the ſeats above 
Falls fondly back, and kindles into love. 220 
At length ſhe conquers in the doubeful ficld; 
That Heav'n ſhe fecks will be her Guilſord's ſhield. 
Na death is welcome; his approach is flow ; 
* Cis tedions longer to expect the blow. 224 
Oh, Mortals! ſhort of fight, who think the paſt 
Oferblown misfortune ſtill ſhall prove the laſt ; 
Alas! misfortunes travel in a train, 
And oft' in life form one perpetual chain: 
Fear buries fear, and ills on ills attend, 
Till life and forrow meet one common end. 230 
She thinks that ſhe has nought bat death to fear, 
And death is conquer'd. Worſe than death is near : 
Her rigid trials are not yet complete ; 
The news arrives of her great father's fate. 
She fees his hoary head, all white with age, 235 
A victim to th' offended monarch's rage. 
How great the mercy, had ſhe breath d her laſt 
re the dire ſentence on her father paſt! 
| 4 
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A fonder parent Nature never knew, 
And as his age increas'd his fondneſs grew. 240 

| A parent's love ne er better was beſtow'd; 
The pious daughter in her heart o'crflow'd, 
And can ſhe from ali weakneſs ſtill refrain? 
And ſtill the firmneſs of her ſoul maintain? 
Impoſſible ! a figh will force its way, 245 
One patient tear her mortal birth betray ; 
She ſighs and weeps! but fo ſhe werps and fighs, 
As filent dews deſcend, and vapour: rife. 

Celeſtial Patience how doſt thou defeat 
The foe's proud menace, and elude his hate? 250 
' While Paſſion takes his part, betrays our peace, 
To death and torture ſwells each flight diſgrace; 
| By not oppoſing thou doſt ills deftroy, 
And wear thy conquer d forrows into joy. 

Now ſhe revolves within her anxious mind 2g 
What wo till lingers in reſerve behind. 
Griefs riſe on griefs. and ſhe can ſee r bound, 
| While nature laſts, and can receive a wound. 
| The ſword is drawn; the Queen to rage inclin'd, 
| By mercy nor by piety confin'd. 
. 
| 


What mercy can the zealot's heart aſſuage, 
Whole piety itſelf converts to rage? 
She thought, and figh'd: and now the blood began 
To leave her beauteous check all cold and wan: 
New ſorrow dimm d the luſtre of her eye, 265 
And on her cheek the fading roſes dic. 
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To that dire view, that precipice of thought, 

Whilethcreſhe trembling ſtands, nor dares look down, 

Nor can recede, till Heav'n's decrees are known. 270 

Cure of all ills, till now her lord appear — 

But not to cheer her heart, and dry her tears! 

Not now, as uſual, like the riſing day, 

To chaſe the ſhadows and the damps away, 

But, like a gloomy ſtorm, at once to ſweep 275 

Aud plunge her to the bottom of the deep. 

Black were his robes, dejected was his air, 

Slow like a ghoſt, he mov d with folcma pace; 

A dying paleneſs fat upon his face. 280 

Back ſhe recoil'd, ſhe ſmote her lovely breaſt, 

Her eyes the anguiſh of her heart confeſt 3 

Struck to the foul, ſhe ſtagger'd with the wound, 

And ſunk, a breathleſs image, to the ground. 
Thus the fair lily, when the ſky 's o'ercalt, 283 

At firſt but ſhudders in the feeble blaſt ; 

The fair and upright ſtem is fort d to bend, 

Till broke, at length, its ſnowy leaves are ſhed, 


End of Beal Firſt, 
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Hic pictatis hands fic nos in ſceptra repunis ? 


But now ſhe muſt, ſhe will, have leave to groan. 

« Ah! Gulford!”” the began, and would have ſpoke, 

But ſobs ruſh'd in, and ev'ry accent broke: 10 

Reaſon itſelf, as guſts of paſſion blew, 

Was ruffled in the tempeſt, and withdrew. 
So the youth loſt his image in the well, 

When tears upon the yielding ſurface fell; 

The ſcatter d features flid into decay, 

And ſpreading circles drove his face away. 
To touch the ſoft aſſections, and control 

The manly temper of the braveſt ſoul, 

What with afflicted beauty can compare, 

And drops of love diſtilling from the fair? 20 
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It melts us down : our pains delight beſtow, 
And we with fondneſs languiſh o'er our wo. 

This Guilford prov'd; and, with exccfs of pain, 
Aud pleaſure too, did to his boſom ſtrain 
The weeping fair: funk deep in ſoſt deſire, 25 
Indulg d his love, and nurs'd the raging fire; 
Then tore himſelf away; and, ſtanding wide, 
As fearing a relapſe of fondneſs, cry'd, 
With ill diſſembled grief. My Life! forbear ; 
« You wound your Guilford with each cruel tear: 
Did you not chide my grief? repreſs your own, 38 
Nor want compallion for yourſelf alone. 
* Have you beheld how, from the diſtant main, 
* The thronging waves roll on, a num'rous train, 
* And foam, and bellow. till they reach the ſhore, 35 
There burſt their noiſy pride, and are no more:? 
Thus the ſucceſſive flows of human race, 
* Chas'd by the coming, the preceding chaſe 
* Fheyſound and ſwell, their haughty hezdsthey rear, 
Then fall. and flatten, break, and difappear. 40 
* Life is a forfeit we muſt ſhortly pay, 
* And where's the mighty lucre of a day ? 
* Why ſhould you mourn my fate? 'tis moſt unkind; 
* Your own you bore with an unſhaken mind: 
And which, can you imagine, was the dart af 
That drank moſt blood, ſunk deepeſt in my heart? 
* I cannot live without you; and my doom 
#* | meet with joy, to ſhace one common tomb, 
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And are again your tears profuſely ſpilt ? 

* Oh! then, my kindneſs blackens to my guilt; 30 
It foils itſelf if it recall your pain 

Life of my life ! I beg you to refrain: 
The load which Fate impoſes you increaſe, 

And help Maria to deſtroy my peace.” 

But, oh! againſt himſelf his labour turn d] ( 
The more he comforted the more ſhe mourn'd. 
Compaſſion ſwells our grief: words foft and kind 
But ſooth our weakneſs, and diſſolve the mind. 

Her ſorrow flow'd in ſtreams; nor hei s alone; 
While that he blam d, he yielded to his own. 60 
Where are the ſmiles ſhe wore, when the, ſo late, 
Hail'd him great partner of the regal ftate ; 

When orient gems around her temples blaz'd, 


And bending nations on the glory gaz'd? 


"Tis now the Queen's command they both retreat, 
To weep with dignity, and mourn in ftate : 66 
She forms the decent miſery with joy, 

And loads wich pomp the wretch ſhe would deſtroy. 
A ſpacious hall is hung with black, all light 
Shut out, and noouday darken'd into night: 70 
From the mid roof a lamp depends on high, 
Like a dim creſcent in a clouded ſky ; 
It ſheds a quiv ring mclancholy gloom, 
Which only ſhews the darkneſs of the room: 
A ſhining axe is on the table laid, 75 
A dreadful ſight and glitters thro? the ſhade. 
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In this ſad ſcene the lovers are conſin d, 
A ſcene of terrours to a guilty mind! 
A ſcene that would have damp'd with riſing cares, 
And quite extinguiſh d ev'ry love but theirs. 80 
What can thy do? they fix their mournful eye 
Then Guilford thus abruptly; © I deſpiſe 
* An empire loſt; I fling away the crown; 
Numbers have laid that bright deluſion down; gg 
** But where s the Charles, or Dioclefian where, 
* Could quir the blooming, wedded, weeping fair? 
** Ob! to dwell ever on thy lip! to ſtand 
In full poſſeſſion of thy ſnowy hand! 
* And, thro” th unclouded cryflal of thy eye, 
The heav'nly treaſures of thy mind to ſpy! 90 
* Till rapture reaſon happily deſtroys, 
And my foul wanders thro' immortal joys ! 
« Give me the world, and aſ me where s my bliſs? 
** | claſp thee to my breaſt, and anſwer, This. 
And ſhall the grave He groans, and can no more, 
But all her cherms in ſilenct tracts o er; 96 
Her lip, her cheek, and eye, to wonder wrought, 
And, wond'ring, fees, in fad preſaging thought, 
From that fair neck, that world of beauty, fall, 
And roll along the duſt, a ghaſtly ball! 10 

Oh ! let thoſe tremble who are greatly bleſs'd! 
For who but Guilford could be thus diftreſs'd ? 
Come hither, all you Happy ! all you Great! 
From flow'ry meadows, and from rooms of ſtate ; 
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Nor think l call your pleaſures to deſlroy, 104 
But to refine, and to exalt, your joy: | 
Weep not ; but ſmiling, fix your ardent care 
On nobler titles than the brave or fair. 
Was ever ſuch a mournful, moving, fight ? 


| le, if you 28, by that dim, trembling, light: 230 


Now they embrace; and, mix'd with bitter wo, 
Like Iſis and her Thames, one ſtream they flow : 
Now they ſtart wide; ſia d in benumbing care, 
They ſtiffen into ſtatues of deſpair : 
Now, tenderly ſevere, and fiercely kind, 113 
They ruſh at once; they fling their cares behind, 

And claſp, as if to death , new vows repeat, 

And quite wrapp'd up in love, forget their fate. 

A ſhort deluſion for the raging pain 

Returns, and their poor hearts muſt bleed again. 120 
Mean-time the Queen new cruelty decreed; 

But ill content that they ſhould only bleed, 

A pricft is ſent, who, with infidious art, 

Inſtills his poiſon into Suffolk's heart; 

And Guilford drank it, hanging on the breaſt, 123 
He from his childhood was with Rome poſſeſs'd. 
When now the miniſters of Death draw nigh, 

And in her deareft lord ſhe firſt muſt die, 
The ſubtle prieſt, who long had watch'd to find 
The moſt ungnarded paſſes of her mind, 130 
Beſpoke her thus: © Grieve not ; it is in your pow r 
* Your lord to reſcue from this fatal hour,” 
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Her boſom pants; ſhe draws her breath with pain; 
A ſudden horrour thrills rhro' ev'ry vein; 

And her ſoul trembles for the great event. 


Ye bleſſed Spirits now your charge ſuſtain; 

The paſt was eaſe; now firſt ſhe ſuffers pain. 140 
Muſt ſhe pronounce her father's death ? muſt ſhe 
Bid Guilford bleed It muſt not, cannot, be. 

It cannot be! but t is the Chriſtian's praiſe, 

Above impoſlibilitics to raiſe 

The weakneſs of our nature, and deride 145 
Of vain philoſophy the boaſted pride. 

What tho” our feeble ſine ws ſcarce impart 

A moment's ſwiftneſfs to the fcather d dart; 

Tho' tainted air our vig'rous youth can break, 

And a chill blaſt the hardy warriour ſhake? 136 
Yet are we ftrong : hear the loud tempeſt roar 
From eaſt to welt, and call us weak no more: 

The lightning unrefiited force proclaims 

Our might, and thunders raiſe our humble names: 
* is our Jehovah fills the heav'ns ; as long 155 
As he ſhall reign Almighty we are ſtrong : 

We, by devotion, borrow from his throne, 

And almoſt make Omnipotence our own. 

We force the gates of heav'n by fervent pray'r, 
And call forth triumph out of man's defpair. 160 
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Our lovely maurner, kneeling, lifts her eyes, 
And bleeding heart, is ſilence, to the fries, 


She, riſing, ſpeaks; ** If theſe the terms” 

Here Guilford, cruel Guilford! (bard'rous man! 
bs this thy love ?) as ſwift as lightning ran, 
O'erwhelm'd her, with tempeſtuous ſorrow fraught, 
And fliff'd in its birth the mighty thought: 272 
Then, burſting freſh into a flood of tears, 

Fierce, reſolute, delirious with his fears, 

His fears for her alone, he beat his breaſt, 

And thus the fervour of his ſoul expreſt ; 175 
* Oh! let thy thought o'er our paſt converſe rove, 
And ſbew one moment uninſlam d with love! 

* Oh! if thy kindneſs can no longer laſt, 

ia pity to thyſelf forget the paſt ! 

« Elfe wilt thou never, void of ſhame and fear, 180 
© Pronounce his doom whom thou haſt held fo dear: 
* Thon, who haſt took me to thy arms, and fwore 
Empires were vile, and Fate could give no more; 
* Fhat to continue was its utmoſt pow'r, 

And make the future like the preſent hour: 285 
* Now call a ruſſian, bid his cruel fword 

Lay wide the boſom of thy worthleſs lord; 


38 run FORCE unten. DBobIf 
© Tranfix his heart (fince you its love diſclaim) 

% And ſtain his honour with a traitor's name. 

* Thismight perhaps be borne without remorſe, 190 
© But ſure a father's pangs will have their force 
Shall his good age, fo near its journey's end, 


Thru eruel torment to the grave deſcend ? 
His ſhallow blood all iſſue at a wound, 
* Waſh a flave's feet, and ſmoke upon the ground? 
But he to you has ever been levere ; 196 
Then take your vengeance” — Suffolk now drew 
Bending beneath the burden of his care, [near,- 
His robe 's negleRed, and his head was bare: 
Decrepit Wiuter, in the yearly ring, 200 
Thus ſlowly creeps to meet the blooming Spring : 
Downward he caſt a melancholy look, 

Thrice turn d to hide his grief, then faintly ſpoke. 
« Now deep in years, and forward in decay, 


That axe can only robe me of a day: 205 | 


For thee, my foul's defire! I cann't refrain; 
And ſhall my tears, my laſt tears, flow in vain ? 
„When you ſhall know a mother's tender name, 


My heart's diftreſs no longer will you blame.” 


At this, afar his burſting groans were heard; 210 


The tears ran trickling down his filver beard : 
He ſnatch'd her hand, which to his lips he preſs'd, | 
And bid her plant a dagger in his breaſt ; 

Then, finking, call d her piety unjuſt, 

And ſoil'd his hoary temples in the duſt. 215 
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Hard-hearted men! will you no mercy know? 

Has the Queen brib'd you to diſtreſs her foe ? 

O weak deferters to Misfortune's part, 

By falſe aſfection thus to pierce her heart! 

When ſhe had foar'd, to let your arrows fly, 220 
And fetch her bleeding from the middle fy. 

And can her virtue, {ſpringing from the ground, 
Her flight recover, and diſdain the wound, 

When cleaving love, and human int're(t, bind 

The broken force of her aſpiring mind! 225 
As round the gen'rous cagle, which in vain 

Exerts her ſtrength, the ſerpent wreaths his train, 
His pois'nous tail, and ſtings her as ſhe flies. 

While yet the blow firſt dreadful weight ſhe feels, 
And with its force her reſvlution reels, 234 
Large doors, unfolding with a mournful found, 

To view diſcover, welt ring on the ground, 

Three headleſs trunks of thoſe whoſe arms maintain d, 
And in her wars immortal glory gain'd: 233 
The liſted axe aſſur d her ready doom, 

And ſilent mourners ſaduenꝰ d all the room, 

Shall I proceed, or here break off my tale, 

Nor truths to ſtagger human faith reveal? 

She met this utmoſt malice of her fate 240 
With Chriſtian dignity and pious ſtate; 

The beating ftorm's propitious rage ſhe bleſs d, 
And all the martyr triumph'd in her breaſt. 
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Her lord and father, for a moment's ſpace, 
She ſtrictly folded in her foft embrace 
And ſudden gladneſs ſm.il'd along the ſky. 

© Your over-fondneſs has not mov'd my hate: 
* Tam well pleas'd you make my death fo great: 
* 1 joy | cannot fave you; and have giv'n 250 
* Two lives much dearer than my own to Heav'n, 
* If ſothe Queen decrees *.-— But I have cauſe 
To hope my blood will ſatisfy the laws ; 
* And there is mercy {till for you in ſtore : 
* With me the bitterneſs of Death is o'er; 259 
He ſhot his ſting in that farewell embrace, 
And all that is to come is joy and peace. 
Then let miſtaken forrow be ſuppreſt, 
Nor ſeem to envy my approaching reſt.” 


Then, turning to the miniſters of Face, 260 | 


She, ſmiling, ſays, My victory 's complete; 
Aud tell your Queen | thank her for the blow, 
And grieve my gratitude I cannot ſhow. 

** A poor return | leave in England's crown, 


For everlaſting pleaſure and renown : 263 


Fer guilt alone allays this happy hour; 
* Hey guilt,—the only vengeance in her pow'r.” 


Not Rome, untouch d with ſorrow, heard her fate, | 
And fierce Maria pity'd her too late. 29 


Here ſhe embraces them. 


End of Book Second, 
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PREFACE. 


THESE Satires have been favourably received at home 
fome per ſuns may be ſo ſelſiſb as to engroſs a general h. 
plicatiom to themſelves. A writer in polite letters ſhould 
be content with reputation, the private amuſement he 
finds in his compoſitions, the goed influence they have »n 
bis ſeverer ſtudies, that admiſſiun they give bum to bis 
the publich, or elſe be fbould juin to bis politeneſs ſome 

But it is poſſible that ſatire may not do much goed. Men 
may riſe in their afſcitions to their follies, as they de to 
their friends, when they are abuſed by others. It is 
much to be feared that miſcondud? will never be chuſed 
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aut of the world by ſatire ; all therefore that is to be 
ſuid for it is, that miſcondu# will certainly be never chaſd 
out of the world by ſatire, if no futives are written, 
Nor is that term unapplicable to graver compoſitions : 
ethicts, Heathen and Chriſtian, and the Scriptures them- 
feters, are in a great meaſure a ſatire on the weakneſs 
and iniquity of men; and ſome part of that ſatire is in 
verſe too; nay, in the f, ages, philoſophy and poctry 
were the ſame thing ; wiſdom wore no other dre: 
fothat 7 hope theſe Satires will be the more eaftly par- 
doned that misfortune by the ſevere. Nay, biſtorians 
themſelves may be conjidered as ſativifs, and fotirifs | 
moſt ſevere ; fince ſuch are moſt buman attions, that ta 
relate is to expoſe them. 

No man can converſe: much in the world, but, at what be 
meets with, be muſt either be inſenſible, or grieve, or be 
angry, or ſmile, Some paſſion ( if we are not impaſſive 
muſt be moved ; for the general conduct of mankind is by | 
ao means a thing indijferent to a reaſonable and virtuous 
man. Now, to ſmile at it, and turn it into ridicule, I 
think moſt eligible, as it burts ourſclves leaſt, and gives 
dice and folly the greateſt offence : and that for this rea» 
fon, becauſe, what men aim at by them is generally pub» | 
blick opinion and efleem ; which truth is the ſubjef of the 
following Satires; and joins them together, as ſeveral 
branches from the ſame root : an unity of deſign which 
has not, 4 think, in a ſet of ſatires, been attempted before. 
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L nghing at the miſt onduct of the world will, in @ great 
meaſure, eaſe us of any more diſagreeable p en about it. 
One pa/jion is more eff. tually driven out by another than 
by reaſon, whatever ſome may teach ; for to reaſon wwe 
owe or paſſions. Had we not reaſon, wwe ſoould not be 
fende at what we find amiſi and the car ſe ſeems nes 
to be the natural cuve of any effect. 

Myureover, laughing ſutire Lids the faireſt for ſucceſs. The 
world is tow proud to be fond of a ſerious tutor ; and 
when an authur is in a puſſion, the laugh generally, as 
in converſation, turns againſt bim This hind of ſatire 
only bas any delicacy in it. Of this delicacy Horace is the 
beſt maſter : be appears in gord humone xlile be cenſus es; 
aud therefore bis cenſure has the more weight, as ſuppoſed 
to procced from judgment, not from paſſion. Fuvenal is 
ever in à paſſion : he has but little valuuble but bis elo- 
quence and morality , the lift of which 1 have had in my 
Tobole work. 

But though I comparatively condemn Juvenal, in part of 
le Sixth Satire, (where the occaſion moſt required it /I 
endeavoured to touch on bis manner, but was forced to 
quit it ſoon, as diſagreeable to the writer and reader tco. 
ſucceſs, but has too much of Fuvcual in bis very ſerious 
Satire on Woman, which ſhould have been the gayeſt of 
all. An excellent criti.4 of cur oxen commends Boilean*s 
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chfunefs, or, @ be calls it, Pre, particularly, 
whereas it appears to me that repetition is his fault, if 
ey fault ſhould be imputed to him. 

the Lift of which can never, or fbonld never, ſucceed 
wii hunt the former. An anthor without it betrays tw 
great a contempt for mankind, and opinion of himſelf, | 
which are bad advocates for reputation and ſucceſs. What 
@ difference is there between the merit, if not the wit, 
of Cervantes ana Rabelais? the laſt has a particular art 
frolich and i, but the genius and the ſcholar is all you 
can admire : you want the gentleman to converſe with in 
him : be is like a criminal wwho receives bis life for fome 
ſervices ; you commend, but you pardon too. Indecency 
offends our pride as men, and our unte, taſte as 
judges of compoſition Nature has wiſcly formed vs with 
an averſion to it, and be that ſucceed: in ſite of it s 

aliena venia, quam ſua providentia tutior “. 
Such wits, like falſe oracles of old, / which were wits and 
cheats ) ſbould ſet up for reputation among the weak in 
fome Brotia, which was the land of ora: les, for the wiſe 
will bold them in contempt. Some wits, too, like oracles, 
ambiguities ave the firſt excellence of an impeflor, they | 
ere the la of @ wit. 
* Val. Max. 
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laugh at everything indiſcrimiuately, which betrays ſuch 
a poverty of wit as cannot ford to part with any thing, 
and ſuch a want of virtue as to peil one it to @ jeſt. Such 
writers encour age vice and fully, which they pretend to 
combat, by ſetting them on an equal foot with better 
things ; and while they labour to bring every thing into 
contempt, how can they ex, e their own parts %, 
eſcape ? Some French writers, particularly, are guilty 
of this in matters of the laſt conſequence, and ſome of our 
own : they that are for l:ſſening the true dignity of man- 
bind, arc not ſure of being ſucceſsful, but with regard to 
one individual in it. It is this conduct that jr/ily makes 
a wit a term of reproach. 

Which puts me in mind of Plato's fable of the birth of Love, 
one of the prettieſt fables of all Antiquity ; which wil 
bolalikewiſe with regard to modern poetry. Love ſays 
be } is the ſon of the goddeſs Poverty and the god of Riches: 
be has from bis father bis daring genius, his elevation 
of thought, his building caſiles in the air, bis prodi- 
gality, bis neglect of things ſerious and uſeful, his vain 
opinion of bis own merit and his affectation of prefe- 
rence and diflinction : from lit muther be inherits bis in- 
digence, which males him a conſiant beggar of favours, 
that im portunity with which he begs, bis flattery, big 
ſervility, bis fear of being deſpiſed, which is inſeparable 
from lim. This addition may be made,viz. that Pactry, 
like Love, is alitile ſulſect to blindneſs, webich males 
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ber miſhake ber way to preferments and honours ; that 
ſhe bas ber ſatirical quiver ; and, laſtly, that ſbe retains 
a dutiful admiration of her father's family, but divide: 
ber favours, and generally lives with ber mother's: rela- 
trons. 


However, this is not neeeffty, but choice : were Wiſdom | 


ber governeſs, fe might have much more of the father 
than the mother, eſpecially in ſuch an age as this, which 
ec u @ due paſſion for ber charms. 
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TO HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF DORSET. 
——— — — 
— inte ey tame um en, quam 
Visutys. JUY. Sat. 10. 


My verſc is Satire; Dorſet ! lend your ear, 

And patronife a Muſe you cannot fear, 

To poets facred is a Dorſet's name, 

Their wonted paſſport thro' the gates of Fame: 

It bribes the partial reader into praiſe, s 

And throws a glory round the ſhelter d lays: 

The dazzled judgment fewer faults can fee, 

And gives applauſe to B——e, or to me, 

But you decline the miſtreſs we purſue; 

Others are fond of Fame, but Fame of you. 10 
Inſtructive Satire ! true to Virtue's cauſe ! 

Thou ſhining ſupplement of publick laws! 

When flatter'd crimes of a licentious age 

Reproach our ſilence, and demand our rage; 

When purchas'd follies, from each diſtant land, 13 

Like arts, improve in Britain's ſkilful hand; 

When the Law ſhews her teeth but dares not bite, 

And 3outh-ſea treaſures are not brought to light; 

When Churchmen Scripture for the Claſſicks quit, 

Polite apoſtates from God's grace to wit; 20 

When men grow great ſrom their revenue-ſpent, - 

And fly from bailiffs into parliament, 
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When dying ſinners, to blot out their ſcore, 
Bequeath the Church the leavings of a whore ; 
Tochafe our ſpleen, when themes like theſe increaſe, 
Shall panegyrick reign, and cenſure ceaſe ? 26 

Shall poefy, like law, turn wrong to right, 
And dedications waſh an Ethiop white ? 

Set up each ſenſeleſs wretch for Nature's boaſt, 
On whom praiſe ſhines, as trophies on a poſt? 30 
Shall fun ral Eloquence her colours ſpread, 

And ſcatter roſcs on the wealthy dead ? 

Why flumbers Pope, who leads the tuneful train, 
Nor hears that virtue which he loves complain? 36 
Donne, Dorſet, Dryden, Rocheſter, are dead, 
And guilt's chief foc in Addiſon is fled ; 
Congreve, who, crown'd with laurcls fairly won, 
Sits ſmiling at the goal while others run, 40 
He will not write; and (more provoking ſtill!) 
Ye Gods! he will not write, and Mzvius will. 

Doubly diſtreſs'd, what author ſhall we find 
Diſcreetly daring, and ſeverely kind, 

The courtly Roman's * ſhining path to tread, 43 
Will no ſuperiour genius ſnatch the quill, 

And fave me on the brink from writing ill ? 

Tho vain the ſtrife, I'll ſtrive my voice to raiſe. 
What will not men attempt for ſacred praiſe? 30 


Sat J. 


Horace. 


; 


2er vw>cusr err gare Þ 


= ] 


Saf. J. LOVE OF FAME. 69 


The love of praiſe, home er conceal'd by art, 
Reigns, more or lefs, and glows in ev'ry heart: 
The proud, to gain it, toils on toils endure; 

The modeſt ſhun it, but to make it ſure. 

Oer globes and ſceptres, no won thrones it ſwells, 5 5 
Now trims the midnight lamp in college cells : 
| Ti Tory, Whig ; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads, 
Harangues in ſenates, ſqueaks in maſquerades : 
Here to S e's humour makes a bold pretence, 
There bolder aims at P——y's eloquence : 60 
It aids the dancer's heel, the writer's head, 

And heapsthe plain with mountains of the dead; 
Nor ends with life, but nods in fable plumes, 
Adorns our hcarſe, and flatters on our tombs. 

What is not proud? the pimp is proud to fee 65 
So many like himſelf in high degree: 
| The whore is proud her beauties are the dread 
Of peeviſh virtue and the marriage-bed; 

And the brib'd cuckold, like crown d victims borne 
To ſlaughter, glories in his gilded horn. 70 
Some go to church, proud humbly to repent, 
And come back much more guilty than they went : 

One way they look, another way they ſteer, 

Pray to the gods, but would have mortals hear ; 
And when their fins they fer fincerely down, 74 
They ll find that their religion has been one. 

Others with wiſhful eyes on glory look 
When they have got their picture tou rds a book, 
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Or pompous title, like a gaudy fign, 
Meant to betray dull fors to wretched wine. 0 
If at his title T—— had dropp d his quill, 
might have paſs'd for a great genius ſtill. 
But T—— alas! (excuſe him, if you can) 
Is now a ſcribbler, who was once a man. 
Imperious, ſome a claſſick fame demand, 85 
For heaping up, with a laborious hand, 
A wagon-load of meanings for one word, 
While A's depos'd, and B with pomp reſtor d. 
Some, for renown, on ſcraps of learning dote, 
And think they grow in. mortal as they quote. 90 
To patchwork learn d quotations are ally d; 

Both ſtrive to make our poverty our pride. 

On glaſs how witty is a noble peer ? 

Did ever di'mord coſt a man fo dear ? 

Polite diſeaſes make ſome idiots vain, 95 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of folly, vice, diſeaſe, men proud we ſce; 
And (ſtranger ſtill!) of blockheads' flattery, 

Who praiſe defames ; as if a fool ſhould mean, 


By ſpitting on your face to make it clean. 100 


Nor is t enough all hearts are fwoln with Pride, 
Her pow r is mighty, as her realm is wide. 
What can the not perform? the love of Fame 
Made bold xlphonſus his Creator blame; 
Empedocles hur'd down the burning ſteep; 10g 
Aud (ſtronger ſtill!) made Alexander weep : 
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Nay, it holds Delia from a ſe cond bed, 
Tho' her lov'd lord has four half months been dead. 
This paſſion with a pimple haye | ſeen 
Retard a cauſe, and give a judge the fpleen. 110 
By this inſpir'd (O ne'er to be forgot!) 
Some lords have learn'd to ſpell, and ſome to knot. 
It makes Globoſe a ſpeaker in the Houle; | 
He hems, and is deliver'd of his mouſe : 
It makes dear ſelf on well-bred tongues prevail, 113 
And I the little hero of each tale. 
Sick wich the Love of Fame, what throngs pour in, 
Uapeople court, aud leave the ſenate thin? 
My growing ſubjeR ſeems but juſt beguo, 
And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. $20 
Aid me, great Homer ! with thy epick rules, 
To take a catalogue of Britiſh fools. 
Satire! had | thy Dorſetꝰ's force divine, 
A knave or fool ſhould periſh in each line, 
Tho for the firſt all Weſtminſter ſhould plead, 125 
And for the laſt all Greſham intercede. 
Begin. Who firſt the catalogue ſh Il grace? 
To quality belongs the higheſt place. 
My Lord comes forward; forward let him come! 
Ye Vulgar! at your peril give him room: 130 
He ſtands for fame on his forefathers” fect, 
By heral-iry prov'd valiant or diicreet. 
With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by three deſcents leſs wile ? 
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If virtues at his noble hands you crave, 135 
Men ſhould preſs forward in Fame s glorious chaſe; 
Nobles look backward, and fo loſe the race. 

Let high birth triumph] what can be more great? 
Nothing - but merit in a low eſtate. 140 
To Virtue's humbleſt fon let none prefer 
Vice, tho' deſcended from the Conqueror. 

Shall men, like figures, paſs for high or baſe, 
Slight or important, only by their place ? 

Titles are marks of honeſt men, and wile; 145 
The fool or kna ve that wears a title lies. 

They that on glorious anceſtors enlarge, 
Produce their debt inſtead of their diſcharge. 
Dorſet let thoſe who proudly boaſt their line, 
Like thee in worth hereditary ſhine. x50 

Vain as falſe greatneſs is, the Muſe muſt own 
We want not fools to buy that Briftol ſtone : 

Mean fons of Earth, who, on a South-ſea tide 

Of full ſucceſs, ſwam into wealth and pride, 

Knock with a purſe of gold at Anſtis gate, 155 
And beg to be deſcended ſrom the great. 

When men of infamy to grandeur ſoar, 

They light a torch to ſhew their ſhame the more. 
Thoſe governments which curb not evils cauſe, 
And a rich a knave's a libel! on our laws. 160 

Belus with folid glory will be crown'd; 

He buys no phantom, no vain empty ſound; 
4 


>SUAEEZ FFF FPS 


oP FP 


Sat. J. LOVE OF FAME. 73 


But builds himſelf a name and, to be great, 

Sinks in a quarry an immenſe eſtate ! 

In coſt and grandeur C——dos he ll outdo; 164 
And, B—Il—ton, thy taſte is not fo true. 

The pile is finiſh'd, ev ry toil is paſt, 

And full perfection is arrriv'd at laſt; 

When, lo! my Lord to ſome ſmall corner runs, 

And leaves ſtate- roms to ſtrangers and to duns. 170 

The man who builds, and wants where with to pay, 
Provides a home from which to run away. 

In Britain, what is many a lorely ſcat, 
But a diſcharge in full for an eſtate ? 

in ſmaller compaſs lies Pygmalion's fame; #275 
Not domes, but antique ſtatues, are his flame: 

Not Ft s ſelf more Parian charms has known, 
Nor is good P- xc more in love with ſtone. 
The bailiffs come, (rude men, profancly bold) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 180 
No, Sirs, he cries; I'll ſooner rot in jail: 

* Shall Grecian arts be truck d for Engliſh bail? 
Such heads might make their very buſtos laugh : 
His daughter ſtarves; but Cleoparra's * ſafe. 

Men, overloaded with a large eſtate, 185 
May ſpill their treaſure in a nice conceit : 
The rich may be polite; but, oh! 'tis fad 
1208 re curious, when we ſwear you re mad. 


* A fanous ſtatue. 
Fulume III. G 
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By your revenue meaſure your expenſe, 
And to your funds and acres join your fenſe. 190 
No man is bleſs'd by accident or gueſs; 
True wiſdom is the price of happineſs; 
Yet few without long diſcipline are ſage, 
And our youth only lays up fighs for aye. 
But how, my Muſe! canſt thou reſiſt fo long 19g 
The bright temptation of the courtly throng, 
Thy moſt inviting theme? the court affords 
Much food fur ſatire; — it abounds in lords. 
* What lords are thoſe ſaluting with a grin ””* 
One is juſt out. and one as lately in. 2c0 
* How comes it then to paſs we fee prefide 
* On both their brows an equal ſhare of pride? 
Pride, that impartial paſſin, reigns thro' all, 
Attends our glory, nor deferts our fall. 
As in its home it triumphs in high place, 203 
And frowns a haughty exile in diſgrace. 
Some lords it bids admire their wands fo white, 
Which bloom. like Aaron's, to their raviſh'd fight: 
Some lords it bids refign, and turn their wands, 
Like Moſes”, into ſerpents in their hands. 210 
Theſe fink, as divers, for renown, and boaſt, 
With pride inverted, of their honours loſt; 
But againſt reaſon ſure t is equal fin 
To boaſt of merely being out or in. 

What numbers here, thro' odd ambition, ſtrive 


To ſeem the moſt tranſported thing? alive? 216 
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As if by joy defert was underſtood, 
And all the fortunate were wiſe and good. 
Hence aching buſoms wear a vitage gay, 
And iliſled groans frequent the ball and play. 220 
Completely dreſs'd by Nonteuil * and grimace, 
They take their birthday fuit, and publick face : 
Their ſmiles are only part of what they wear, 
Put off at night, with Lady B-—'s hair: 
What bodily fatigue is half ſo bad ? 225 
With anxious care they labour to be glad. 
What numbers here would into fame advance, 
| Conſcious of merit in the coxcomb's dance? 
The tavern ! park! aſſembly! maſk? and play! 
Thoſe dear deſtroyers of the tedious day? 230 
That wheel of fops! that ſaunter of the Fown ! 
| | Fools grin on foobs, and, Stoick-like, ſupport, 
Without enc ſigh, the pleaſures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing to the wiſe and good 235 
But ſcorn of pomp, and love of ſolitude. 
High ſtations tumult, but not bliſs, create: 
] None think the great unhappy but the great: 
Fouls gage, and envy ; envy darts a ſting, 
Which makes a ſwain as wretched as a king. 249 
L envy none their pageantry and ſhow ; 
l envy none the gilding of their wo. 


6 A famous tailor. 
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Give me, indulgent Gods! with mind ſerene, 

And guiltlefs heart, to range the ſylvan ſcene ; 

No ſplendid poverty, no ſmiling care, 245 
No wellbred hate, or ſervile grandeur there; 
There pleaſing obje &s uſeful thoughts ſuggeſt, 
The ſenſe is raviſh'd, and the foul is bleſ d 

On ev'ry thorn dclightfu} wiſdom grows, 

In ev'ry rill a fweet inſtruction flows: 259 
But ſome, untaught, o'crhear the whiſp'ring till, 
In ſpite of facred le iſure blockheads ſtill: 

Nor ſhoots up Folly to a nobler bloom 
In her own native ſoil, the drawingroom. 

The fquire is proud to fee his courfers ſtrain, 255 
Or well-breath'd beagles fweep along the plain. 
Say, dear Hippalitus! (whoſe drink is ale, 

Whoſe erudition is a Chriſtmas-tale, 

Whoſe miſtreſs is ſaluted with a ſmack, 

And friend receiv'd with thumps upon the back) 260 
When thy fleck gelding aimbly leaps the mound, 
And Ring wood opens on the tainted ground, 

Is that thy praiſe ? let Ringwood's fame alone ; 
Nor envies when a gipfy you commit, 265 
And ſhake the clumiy bench with country wit; 
When you the dulleſt of dull things have faid, 

And then aſk pardea for the jeſt you made. 

Here breathe, my Muſe! and then thy taſk renew; 
Ten thouſand fools unſung ate ſtill in view. 270 
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Fewer great beggars fam'd for large eſtates, 
Ladies, whoſe love is conſtant as the wind, 
Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind; 
Fewer grave lords to Scr—pe diſcreetly bend, 275 
And fewer ſhocks a ſtateſman gives his friend. 

Is there a man of an eternal vein, 
Who lulls the Town in winter with his ſtrain, 
At Bath, in ſummer, chants the reigning laſs, 
And ſweetly whiſtles as the waters paſs? 280 
ls there a tongue like Delia's o'er her cup, 
That runs for ages without winding up ? 
ls there whom his tenth epick mounts to fame ? 
Such, and ſuch only, might exhauſt my theme; 
Nor would theſe heroes of the taſk be glad, 
For who can write ſo faſt as men run mad? 286 


End / Satire Firſt, 
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M. Muſe! proceed, and reach thy deſtin'd end, 

Tho toil and danger the bold taſk attend. 

Heroes and gods make other poems fine, 

Plain fatire calls for ſenſe in ev'ry line. | 

Then to what ſwarms thy faults | dare expoſe? 3 

All friends to vice and folly are thy foes. 

When ſuch the ſoe, a war eternal wage, 

"Tis moſt illnature to repreſs thy rage; 

And if theſe ſtrains ſome nobler Muſe excite, 

I'll glory in the verſe | did not write. 10 
So weak are humankind by Nature made, 

Or to ſuch weakneſs by their vice betray'd, 

Almighty Vanity! to thee they owe 

Their zeſt of pleaſure, and their balm of wo. 

Thou, like the ſun, all colours doſt contain, 15 

Varying, like rays of light, on drops of rain: 

For ev ry ſoul finds reafons to be proud, 

Tho' hiſs d and hooted by the pointing crowd. 
Warm in purſuit of foxes and renown 4 

Hippolitus demands the ſylvan crown, ; 20 f 

But Florio's fame, the product of a ſhow r, | 

Grows in his garden, an illuſtrious flow'r ' 


This refers to the Firſt Satire. 
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Why teems the earth ? why melt the vernal fcies? 
Why ſhines the ſun? to make Paul Diack riſe. 
From morn to night has Florio gazing ftvod, 3g 
And wonder'd how the gods could be fo good ; 
What ſhape ? what hue ? was ever nymph fo fair? 
He dotes ! he dies! he, too, is rooted there. 
O ſolid blifs! which nothing can deſtroy, 
Except a cat, bird, ſnail, or idle boy. 30 
In Fame's full bloom lies Florio down at night, 
And wakes next day a moſt inglorious wight; 
The tulip s dead ! See thy fair ſiſter s fate, 
O C— ! and be kind cre tt is too late. 
Nor are thoſe enemies | mention d all; 35 
Beware, O Floriſt! thy ambition's fall. 
A friend of mine indulg'd this noble flame, 
A Quaker ferv'd him, Adam was his name; 
To one lov'd tulip oft” the maſter went, 
Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture ſpent; 40 
But came, and miſt it one ill-fated hour : 
Ne rag dl he roar'd! ** What demoncroptmy flow'ri” 
Serene, quoth Adam, Lo! t was eruſh d by me; 
« Fall'n is the Baal to which thou bow dſt thy knee. 
But all men want amuſement, and what crime 45 


_ In ſuch a paradife to fool their time? 


None; but why proud of this? to fame they ſoar; 
We grant they re idle, if they'll aſk no more. 
We ſmile at florifts, we deſpiſe their joy, 
And think their hearts enamour d of a toy; 30 
| © The name of a tulip. 


Hut are thoſe wiſer whom we moſt admire, 
Survey with envy, and purſue with fire? 
What s he who fighs for wealth. or fame, or pow'r? 
Another Florio doting on a flow'r ; 
A ſhort-liv'd flow'r, and which has often ſprung ;5 
From ſordid arts, as Florio's out of dung. 
With what, O Codrus! is thy fancy fmit? 
The flow'r of learning, and the bluom of wit. 
Thy gaudy ſhelves with crimſon bindings glow, 
And Epicterus is a perfect beau 60 
How fit far thee, bound up in crimſon too, 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the view ? 
Thy books are furniture. Methinks t is hard 
That ſcience ſhouid be purchas'd by the yard, 
And 1— turn' d uphelſterer. fend home 65 
The gilded leather to fit up thy room. 
If not to ſome peculiar end aſſign'd, 
Study 's the ſpet ious trifliag of the mind, 
Or is at beſt a ſecondary aim, 
A chaſe for ſport alone, and not for game. 70 
I fo, fure they who the mere volume prize, 
But love the thicket where the quarry lics. 
On buying buok- Lorenzo long was bent, 
But found at length that it reauc'd his rent; 
His farms were flown; when, lo l afale comes on, 75 
A choice collection ! what i- to be dove ? 
He fells his laſt, for ke the whole will buy ; 
Sells ev'n his houſe; nay, wants whercon to lie: 
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$o high the gen rous ardour of the man 
For Romans, Grecks, and Orientals, ran. 8 
When terms were drawn, and brought him by the 
Lorenzo fign'd the bargain— with his mark. (clerk, 
Unlearned men of books aſſume the care, 
As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair. 

Not in his authors liverics alone 8; 
Is Codrus crudite ambition ſhown : 
Editions various, at high prices bought, 
Inform the world what Codrus would be thought; 
And to this coaſt another mutt ſucceed, 
To pay a ſage who fays that he can read; go 
Who titles knows, and indexes has feen, 
But leaves to —— what lies between; 
Of pompous books who ſhuns the proud expenſe, 
And humbly is contented with their ſcnſe. 

O0—— ! whoſe accompliſhments make good 93 
The promiſe of a long · illuſtrious blood, 
In arts and manners eminently grac'd, 
The ftrideſt honour aud the fineſt taſte ! 
Accept this verfe, if ſatire can agree | 
With fo confummat- an humanity. 100 
How would it grace the talents of my friend, 
Who, with the charms of his own genius fait, 
Conceives all virtues are compri · d in wit! | 
But time his fervent petulence may cool, Sg 
For tho he is a wit he is no fool. | 
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In time he 'll learn to uſe, not waſte, his ſenſe, 

Nor make a frailty of an excellence. 4 

He ſpares nor friend nor foe, but calls to mind, 

Like Doomſday, all the faults of all mankind. 1 
What tho wit tickles, tickling is unſafe, 

Tf ſtill t is painful while it makes us laugh. 

Who, for the poor renown of being ſmart, 

Would leave a ſting within a brother's heart ? 
Parts may be prais'd, goodnature is ador'd; 18g 

Then draw your wit as ſeldom as your ſword, 

And never on the weak, or you 'll appear 

As there no hero, no great genius here. 

As in ſmooth oil the razor beſt is whet, 

So wit is by politeneſs ſharpeſt ſet : 120 

Their want of edge from their offence is ſeen ; 

Both pain us leaſt when exquiſitcly keen. 

The fame men give is for the joy they find ; 

Dull is the jeſter when the joke s unkind. 
Since Marcus, doubtleſs, thinks himſelf a wit, 2g 

To pay my compliment what place fo fit? 

His moſt facetious Letters * came to hand, 

Which my Firſt Satire ſweetly reprimand : 

If that a juſt offence to Marcus gave, 

Say, Marcus! which art thou, a fool or knave? 238 

For all but ſuch with caution | forbore; 

That thou waſt either | ne er knew before: 

know thee now, both what thou art and who; 

No maſk ſo good but Marcus muſt ſhine thro' : 
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Letters ſent to the Author, figned Marcus. 
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Falſe names are vain, thy lines their author tell; 133 
Thy beſt concealment had been writing well : 

But thou a brave negle of fame haſt ſhown, 

6] Ofothers' fame, great Genius! and thy own. 
Write on unheeded, and this mazim know, 
In malice to proud wits ſome proudly lull 
Their peeviſh reaſon, vain of being dull: 
$ } * When ſome home joke has ſtung their folemn ſouls, 
In vengeance they determine—to be fools ; 
Thro' ſpleen, that little Nature gave make lefs, 145 
ite zealous in the ways of heavineſs; 
o lumps inanimate a fondneſs take, 
of Anddifinherit ſons that are awake. 
Theſe, when their utmoſt venom they would ſpit, 
Moſt barbarouſly tell you He's a wit.” 130 
Poor negroes thus, to ſhew their burning ſpite 
To cacodemons, ſay they re dev'liſh white. 
1 Lampridius, from the bottom of his breaſt, 
Sigh's o'er one child, but triumphs in the reſt. 
How juſt his grief? one carries in his head 134 
A leſs proportion of the father's lead, 
And is in danger, without ſpecial grace, 
To riſe above a juſtice of the peace. 
The dunghill-breed of men a di'mond ſcorn, 
And feel a paſſion for a grain of corn; 160 
ume ſtupid, plodding, money-loving wight, 
Who wins their hearts hy know ing black from white, 
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Who with much pains, exerting all his ſenſe, 

The booby father craves a booby fon, 105 
And by Heav'n's ble ſſing thinks hiniſelf undone. 

Wants of all kinds are made to fame a plea, 

One learus to liſp. another not to ſee t 
Miſs D, tottering, catches at your hand; 

Was ever thing ſo pretty born to ſtand ? 199 
Whilſt theſe what Nature gave diſown, thro' pride, 
Others cff-&t what Nature has deny'd: 

What Nature has deny d fools will purſue, 

As apes are ever walking upon two. 

Craſſus, a grateful ſage, our awe and ſport! 1 
Supports grave forms, for forms the ſage ſupport: 
He hems, and cries, with an important air, 

I yonder clouds withdraw it will be fair: 

Then quotes the Stagirite to prove it true, 

And adde, The learn'd delight in ſomething new.“ 
ls t not enough the blockhead ſcarce can read, 181 
But muſt he wiſely look, and gravely plead ? 

As far a formaliſt from wiſdom fits, 

In judying eyes, as libertines from wits. 

Theſe ſubtle wights (fo blind are mortal men, 185 

Tho' Satire couch them with her keeneſt pen) 

Far ever will hang out a folema face, 

To put off nonſenſe with 2 better grace; 

As pedlars with ſome hero's head make bold, 

Muſtrious mark! where pins are to be fold, 190 
4 
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What 's the bent brow, or neck in thought reclin d? 
The body's wiſdom to conceal the miud. 

A man of ſenſe can artifice diſdain, 
As men of wealth may venture to go plain; 

And be this truth eternal ne'er forgot, 19 
Solemnity s a cover for a ſot. 

Lind the fool when i behold the ſkreen, 

For t is the wiſe man's intereſt to be ſeen. 

Hence, , that openneſs of heart, 

And juſt ditJain for that poor mimick art; 2c 
Hence (manly praiſc |) that manner, nobly free, 
Which all admire, and | commend, in thee. 

With generous ſcorn how oft” haſt thou ſurvey d 
Of court and town the noontide maſquerade, 
Where ſwarnis of knaves the vizor quite diſgrace, 
And hide fecure behind a naked face ? ac6 
Where Nature's end of language is declin'd, 

And men talk only to conceal the mind; 
Where gen'rous hearts the greateſt hazard run, 
And he who truſts a brother is undone ? 210 
Theſe all their care expend on outward ſhow 
For wealth and fame; for fame alone the beau. 
Of late at White's was young Floreibo ſeen, 
How blank his look? how diſcompns'd his mien? 
do hard it proves in grief ſincere to feign ! 213 
Next day his breaſt regain d its wonted peace; 
His health was mended with a filver lace. 

Folume III. H 
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A curious artiſt, long in ur d to toils 

Whether by chance, or by ſome god inſpir d, 
So touch d his curls, his mighty foul was fir d. 
The well- ſwoln ties an equal homage claim, 

And either ſhoulder has its ſhare of fame; 

His ſumptuous watchcaſe, tho' conceal'd it lies, 225 


Like a good conſcience, ſolid joy ſupplics. 

He only thinks himfelf (fo far from vain!) 

St——pe in wit, in breeding D—l—noe. 

Whene'er, by ſeeming chance, he throws his eye 
On mirrors that reflect his Tyrian dye, 230 


With how ſublime a tranſport leaps his heart? 

But Fate ordains that deareſt friends muſt part. 

In active meaſures, brought from France, he wheels, 
And triumphs, conſcious of his learned heels. 

So have | ſeen, on fome bright ſummer's day, 235 
A calf of genius, debonair and gay, 

Dance on the bank, as if inſpir d by Fame, 

Fond of the pretty fellow in the ſtream. 

Moroſe is ſunk with ſhame whene'cr ſurpris'd 
In linen clean, or peruke undiſguis d: 240 
No ſublunary chance his veſtments fear, 

Valu'd, like leopards, as their ſpots appear. 

A fam'd ſurtout he wears, which once was blue, 
And his foot ſwims in a capacious ſhoe: 
Levell d her barb'rous ncedle at his fame; 
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But open force was vain; by night ſhe went, 
And, while he flept, ſurpris d the darling rent: 
Where yawn'd the frieze is now become a doubt, 
„Aud glory at one entrance, quite ſhut ourf.”” 230 

He ſcorns Florello, and Florello him; 
This hates the ſilthy creature, that the prim : 
Thus, in each other, both theſe fools deſpiſe 
Their own dear ſelves, with undiſcerning eyes; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim; 234 
The floven and the fopling are the ſame. 

Ye Whigs and Tories! thus it fares with you, 
When party-rage too warmly you purſue ; 
And folly joins whom ſentiments divide. 260 
You vent your ſpleen, as monkeys, when they paſs, 
Scratch at the mimick monkey in the glaſs, 
While both are one; and henceforth be it known, 
Fools of both fides ſhall ſtand for fools alone. 

* But who art thou? methinks Florello cries ; 
* Of all thy ſpecies art thou only wiſe 2” 266 
Since ſmalleſt things can give our fins a twich, 
As eroſſing ſtraws retard a paſſing witch, 
Florello! thou my monitor ſhalt be, 
ll conjure thus ſome profit out of thee. 270 
O thou myſelf! abroad our counſcls roam, 
And, like ill kuſbands, take no care at home: 

+ Milton. 
Hi 
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And Love of Fame lies throbbing at thy heart; 
And what wiſe means to gain it haſt thou choſe ? x75 
Know, Fame and Fortune both are made of proſe. 
Is thy ambition ſweating for 2 rhyme, 
Thou unambitious fool ] at this late time? 
While | a moment name, a moment 's paſt ; 
Fra ncarer death in this verſe than the laſt : 23g 
What then is to be done? be wiſe with ſpeed : 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 

And what fo fooliſh as the chaſe of fame ? 
How vain the prize ? how impotent our aim? 
For what are men who graſp at praiſe ſublime, 285 
But bubbles an the rapid ſtream of time, 
That rife, and fall, that ſwell, and are no more, 
Born and forgot, ten thouſand in an hour ? 238 


End of Satire S cand. 
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SATIRE UI. 
T0 THE RIGHT HON, MA. DODING TON. 
Lone, Dodington! in debt, | long have ſoughe 
To caſe the burden of my grateful thought; 
And now a poet's gratitude you fee, 
Grant him two favours, and he ll aſk for three: 
For whoſe the preſent glory or the gain ? [1 
You give prote ion, | a worrhleſs ſtrain. 
You love and feel the poet's ſacred flame, 
And know the bafis of a fold fame; 
Tho prone to like, yet cautious to commend, * 
You read with all the malice of a friend; 10 
Nor favour my attempts that way alone, 
But more to raiſe my verſc, conceal your own. 
An ill-tim'd modeſty! turn ageso'er, 
When waated Britain bright examples more ? 
Her learning, and her genius too, decays, 15 
And dark and cold are her declining days; 
As if men now were of another caſt, 
They meanly live on alms of ages paſt. 
Men till are men; and they who boldly dare, 
Shall triumph o'er the ſons of cold Deſpair ; 20 
Or if they fail. they juſtly ſlill take place 
Of ſuch who run in debt for their diſgrace; 
Who borrow much, then fairly make it known, 
And damn it with improvements of their own. 
H 11 
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Wie bring fome new materials, and what 's old 
New caſt with care, and in no borrow'd mould: 
Late times the verſe may read, if theſe refuſe, 
And from ſour criticks vindicate the Muſe. 

* Your work is long,“ the criticks cry, Tis true, 
And lengthens ftill, to take in fools like you : 30 
Shorten my labour, if its length you blame ; 

Por grow but wiſe, you rob me of my game; 
As hunted hags, who, while the dogs purſue, 
Rcnounce their four legs, and ſtart up an two. 

Like the bold bird upon the banks of Nile, 35 
That picks the teeth of the dire crocodile, 

Will I enjoy (dread feaft ) the critick's rage, 

And with the fell deftroyer feed my page; 

For what ambitious fools are more to blame, 

Than thoſe who thunder in the critick's name? 40 

Good authors damn'd have their revenge in this, 

To fee what wretches gain the praiſe they miſs. 
Balbutius, muffled in his ſable cloak, 

Like an old Druid from his hollow oak, 

As ravens folemn, and as boding cries, 45 

** Ten thouſand worlds for the three unĩties ! 

Ye Doctors ſage ! who thro' Parnaffus teach, 

Or quit the tub, or practiſe what you preach. 

One judges as the weather dictates; right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night: 50 
Another judges by a ſurer gage, 

An author's principles or parentage ; 
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Since his great anceſtors in Flanders fell, 
The poem doubtleſs muſt be written well. 
Another judges by the writer's look ; 34 
Another judges, for he bought the book: 
; Some judge, their knack of judging wrong to keep; 
þ Some judge, becauſe it is too ſoon to fleep. 

Thus all will judge, and with one fingle aim, 
To gain themſelves, not give the writer, fame. 60 
The very beſt ambitioufly adviſe, 
Half to ſerve you, and half to paſs for wiſe. 
Criticks on verſe, as ſquibs on triumphs wait, 
Proclaim the glory, and augment the ſtate : 
Hot, envious, noify, proud, the ſeribbling fry 6g 
Burn, hiſs, and bounce, waſte paper, ſtink, and die. 
Rail on, my Friends! what more my verſe can crown 
| Than Compton's ſmile, and your obliging frown ? 
Not all on books their criticiſm waſte ; 
The genius of a diſh ſome juſtly taſte, 70 
And cat their way to fame. With anxious thought 
The ſalmon is refus'd, the turbot bought. 
Impatient Art rebukes the ſun's delay, 

And bids December yield the fruits of May : 
| Their various cares in one great point combine 75 
The bus neſs of their lives, that i to dine. 
Half of their precious day they give the feaſt, 
And to a kind digeſtion ſpare the reſt. 
Apicius, here, the taſter of the Con, 
Feeds twice a- week to ſettle their renown. 80 
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Theſe worthics of the palate guard with care 
The ſacred annals of their bills of fare; 

In thoſe choice books their panegyricks read, 
And fcorn the creatures that for hunger feed. 
If man by feeding well commences great, % | 
Much more the worm, to whom that man ia meat. 

To glory ſome advance a lying claim, 
Thievesof renown, and pilferers of fame : 

Their front ſupplies what their ambition lacks; 
They know a thouſand lords behind their backs. 90 
Cottil is apt to wink upon a peer, 

When turn'd away, with a familiar leer ; 

And H—y's eyes, unmercifully keen, 

Have murder d fops, by whom ſhe ne er was ſeen. 
Niger adopts ſtray libels, wiſely prone 95 
To covet ſhame ſtill greater than his own. 
Bathyllus, in the winter of threeſcore, 

Belies his innocence, and keeps a whore. | 
Abſence of mind Brabantio turns to fame, 
Learnsto miſtake, nor knows his brother's name; 1c 0 
Has words and thoughts in nice diforder ſet, 

And takes a memorandum to forget. 

Thus vain, not knowing what adorns or blots, 
Men forge the patents that create them ſots. 

As love of pleaſure into pain betrays, 
So moſt grow infamous thro love of praiſe. 
But whence for praiſe can ſuch an ardour riſe, 
When thoſe who bring that incenſe we deſpiſe ? 
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For ſuch the vanity of great and ſmall, 

Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all. 10 
Nor can cv'n ſatire blame them; for, t is true, 
They have molt ample cauſc for what they do. 

 Ofruitful Britain ! doubtleſs thou waſt meant 

A nurſe of fools to ſtock the continent. | 
Tho' Phœbus and the Nine for ever mow, 115 
Raok folly underneath the fithe will grow, 

The plenteous harveſt calls me forward ſtill, 

Till I ſurpaſs in lengrh my lawyer's bill, 

A Welch deſcent, which well paid heralds damn, 
Or, longer ſtill, a Dutchman s epigram. 120 
When, cloy d, in fury | throw down my pen, 

In comes a coxcomb, and | write again. 

See Tityrus, with merriment polleſt, 

I burſt with laughter ere he hears the jeſt : 

What need he ftay ? for when the joke is o'er, 325 
His tecth will be no whiter than before. 

y there of theſe, ye Fair! fo great a dearth, 

That you need purchaſe monkeys for your mirth ? 
Some vain of paintings, bid the world admire; 
Of houſes ſome ; nay, houſes that they hire: 130 
Some (perfect wiſdom!) of a beautenus wife, | 
And boaft, like Cordeliers, a ſcourge for life. 
Somerimes, thro' pride, the ſexes change their airs; 
My lord has vapours, and my lady fwears ; 

Then. ftranger ſtill! on turning of the wind, 133 
My lord wears breeches, and my lady 's kind. 
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To ſhew the ſtrength and infamy of pride, 

By all 't is follow d. and by all deny'd. 

What numbers are there which at once purſue 

Praiſe, and the glory to contemn it too? 140 

Vincenna knows felf-praiſe betrays to ſhame, 

And therefore lays a ſtratagem for fame; 

Makes his approach in Modeſt y's diſguiſe, 

To win applauſe, and takes it by ſurpriſe. 

* To err, fays he, in ſmall things, is my fate.” 

You know your anſwer, He's exaQt in great. 146 

« My fiyle,” fays he, is rude and full of faults,” 

* But, oh! what ſenſe what energy of thoughts!” 

That he wants algebra he muſt conle is; 

* But not a foul to give our arms ſucceſs.” 150 

* Ab! that s an hit indeed, Vincenna cries ; 

* But who in heat of blood was ever wiſe ? 


© [own 't was wrong, when thouſands call'd me back, 


To make that hopeleſs, ill-advis'd, attack; | 
** All fay 't was madneſs, nor dare | deny: 155 
*« Sure never fool fo well deſerv d to die.” 

Could this deceive in others, to be free, 

It ne er, Vincenna! could deceive ir thee, 

Whoſe conduct is a comment to thy tongue, 

So clear, the dulleſt cannot take thee wrong: 160 
Thou on one fleeve wilt thy revenue wear, 

And haunt the court, without a proſpe ct there. 

Are theſe expedients for renown ? confets 

Thy little ſelf, that I may ſcorn thee leſs. 
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Be wiſe, Vincenna, and the court forſake; 265 
Our fortunes there nor thou, nor |, ſhall make. 
ken men of merit, ere their point they gain, 
p In hardy ſervice make a long campaign ; 
Moſt manfully beſiege their patron's gate, 
And ofc' repuls'd, as oſt attack the great 170 
Wich painſul art, and application warm, 
And take at laſt ſome little place by ſtorm, 
Enough to keep two ſhoes on Sunday clean, 
And ſtarve upon diſcreetly in Shecr-lane. 
Already this thy fortune can afford, 175 
Then ſtarve without the favour oi my Lord. | 
'Tis true great fortunes ſome great men confer, 
| | But often, ev'n in doing right, they err: 
| From caprice, not from choice, their favours come; 
They give, but think it toil to know to whom: 150 
| The man that s neareſt, yawning, they advance: 
; _ 'Tis inhumanity to bleſs by chance. 

If Merit ſues, and Greatneſs is ſo loath 

To break it> downy trance, | pity both. 

I grant at court Philander, at his need, 185 
(Thanks to his lovely wife) finds friends indeed: 
| Ofev'ry charm and virtue ſhe s poſſeſe d: 
Philander thou art exquiſitely bleſfs'd : 
The publick envy! Now, then, t is allow d 
The man is found who may be juſtly proud: 190 
But, ſee! how ſickly is Ambition's taſte ? 
Ambition feeds on trafh, and laathes a ſcaſt; 
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Far, lo! Philander, of reproach afraid, 
In ſecret loves his wife, but keeps her maid. 

Some nymphs ſell reputation, others buy, ngg 
And love a market where the rates run high. 
Italian muſick 's fweet, becauſe t is dear; 

Their vanity is tickled, not their ear: 
Their taſtes would leſſen if the prices fell, 

And Shakeſpeare's wretched ſtuſſ do quite as well: 
Away the diſenchanted fair would throng, 201 
To ſhew how much our northern taſtes refine, 

Imported nymphs our pecreſles outſhine: 

While tradeſmen ſtarve, theſe Philomels are gay; 

For gen'rous lords had rather give than pay. ac6 
Behold the maſquerade's fantaſtick ſcene ! 

The legiſlature join d with Drury-lane! 

When Britain calls, th' embroider'd patriots run, 
And ſerve their country—if the dance is done. 210 
Are we not then allow d to be polite ?” 
Yes, doubtleſs ; but firſt ſet your notions right. 

Worth of politeneſs is the aeedful ground; 
Where that is wanting, this can ne er be found. 
Triflers not ev'n in trifles can excel; 215 
Tis folid bodies only poliſh well. 

| _ Great, choſen Prophet! for theſe latter days, 

To turn a willing world from righteous ways! 
Well, H——:, doſt thou thy maſter ſerve; 

Well has he ſeen his ſervant ſhould not ſtarve: 229 
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Thou to his name haſt ſplendid temples rai«'d, 

Ja various forms of worſhip ſeen him prais'd; 

3+ | Gaudy devotion, like a Roman, ſhown, 

And ſung ſweet anthems in a tongue unknown. 
Inferiour off ring; to thy god of vice 225 
Are duly paid, in fiddles, cars, and dice; 
Thy ſacrifice ſupreme an hundred maids! 
| If maids the quite exhauſted Town denies, 
An hundred head of cuckold« may ſuffice. 


230 
Thou ſmil”#, well plcas'd with the converted land, 
To fer the fitty churches at a ſtand. 
Of minor prophets, a ſucceſſion ſure, 235 
The propagation of thy zeal ſecure. 


Sec Commons, Peers, and Miniſters of State, 

þ | Infolema council met, and deep debate! 

What godlike enterpriſe is taking birth ? 

What wonder opens on th expeQting earth? 240 
'Tis done! with loud applauſe the council rings! 
Fix'd is the fate of whores and ings! 

5 | Tho'boldtheſetruths, thou, Muſe! withtruthslike 
Mit none offend whom 'tis a praiſe te plealc : [theſe 
Let others flatter to be flatter d. thou. 245 
Like juſt tribunals, bend an awful brow. 
How terrible it were to common ſenſe 

5 To write a ſatire which gave none offence ? 
Folume III. I 
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And ſince from life | take the draughts you ſee, 
If men diflike them, do they cenſure me ? 250 
The fool and knave 't is glorious to offend, 
And godlike an attempt the world to mend; 
The world, where lucky throws to blockheads fall, 
Knaves know the game, and honeſt men pay all. 

How hard for real worth to gain its price? 233 
A man ſhall make his fortune in a trice, 
If blefs'd with pliant, tho' but flender, ſenſe, 
Feign'd modeſty, and real impudence, 
A ſupple knee, ſmooth tongue, an eaſy grace, 
A curſe wichin, a ſmile upon his face. 260 
A beauteous ſiſter, or convenient wife, 
Are prizes in the lottery of life; 
And lodge you in the boſom of the great. 
To merit is but to provide a pain, 265 
From men's refuſing what you ought to gain. 

May Dodingtoa ! this mim fail in you, 
By Walpole's conduct fir'd, and friendſhip grac d, 
Still higher in your prince s favour plac'd, 270 
And lending, here, thoſe awful councils aid, 
Which you abroad with ſuch ſucceis obey d: 
Bear this from one who holds your friendſhip dear: 
What moſt we wiſh, with cafe we fancy ncar. 274 


End of Satire Third, 
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SATIRE IV. 


TO TUE KIGHT HON. SIR SPENCER cour ros. 


Nou u p ſome fair tree th' amhitious woodbine grows, 
And breathes her ſweets on the ſupporting boughs: 
8o ſweet the verſe, th' ambitious verfe, ſhould be, 
(0! pardon mine) that hopes ſupport from thee; 
Thee, Compton ! born o'er ſenate to preſide, s 
Their dignity to raiſe, their councils guide; 

Deep to difcern, and widely to ſurvey, 


To liſten to the labours of the Mule ; 
Thy ſmiles protect her, while thy talents ſire, 
And t is but half thy glory to inſpire. 

Vex'd at a publick fame, fo juſtly won, 15 
The jealous Chremes is with ſpleen undone; 
Chremes, for airy penſions of renown, 

Devotes his ſervice to the ſtate and crown : 

All ſchemes he knows, and, knowing, all improves; 
Tho' Britain s thanklefs, ſtill this patriot loves: 20 
But patriots differ; ſome may ſhed their blood, 

He drinks his coffce, for the publick good; 

Conſults the ſacred ſteam, and there foreſees 
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Knows for each day the weather of our fate: "25 
A quidnunck is an almanack of ſtate. 

You ſmile, and think this ſtateſman void of uſe; 
Why may not time his ſecret worth produce? 
Since ſtceds of genius are expert at put, 30 
Since halt the ſenate Not Content can ſay, 

Geeſe nations (ave, and puppies plots betray. 

What makes him mode] realms and counſel kings? 
An incapacity for fmalier things. 

Poor Chremes cann't conduct his own eſtate, 35 
And thence has undertaken Europe fate. 

Gekenno leaves the realm to Chremes' fill, 

And boldly claims a province higher {till : 

To raiſe a name, th ambitious boy has got, 

At once a Bible aud a ſhoulder-knot : 49 
Deep in the ſecret, he looks thro” the whole, 

And pities the dull rogue that fayes his foul: 

To talk with rev'rence you muſt take good heed, 
Nor ſhock his tender reaſe n with the creed: 
Howe'er wellbred. in publick he complies, 45 
Obliging friends alone with blaſghemies. 

Pet rage is poiſon ; good eftates are bad 
For this diſcaſe; poor rogues run ſeldom mad. 
Have not attainders brought unhop'd relicf, 

And falling ſtocks quite cur'd an unbelief ? 50 
While the fun ſbines, Blunt talks with wondrous force; 
But thunder mars {mall beer and weak diſcourſe. 
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Such uſeful inftruments the weather ſhow, 

Juſt as their Mercury is high or low. 
Health chiefly keeps an Atheiſt in the dark. 35 

A fever argues better than a Clarke: 

Let but the logick in his pulſe decay, 

The Grecian he ll renounce, and learn to pray: 

While ( mourns, with an unfcigned zeal, 

Th' apoſtate youth who reaſon d once ſo well. 60 
C——, who makes fo merry with the creed, 

He almo{t thinks he diſbelieves indeed; 

But only thinks fo: to give both their due, 

Satan and he believe and tremble too. 

Of ſome for glory ſuch the boundleſs rage, 65 

That they 're the blackeſt ſcandal of their age. 
Narciſſus the Tartarian club diſclaims; 

Nay, a Free-maſon with ſome terrour names; 

Omits no duty; nor can Envy fay 

He miſ : d. theſe many years, the church or play: 70 

He makes no noiſe in parliament, 't is true, 

But pays his debts, and viſit, when t is due: 

His character and glovcs are ever clean, 

And then he can outhow the howing Dean: 

A fmile eternal on his lip he wears, 75. 

Which equally the wiſe and worthleſs ſhares. 

In gay ſatigues, this moſt undaunted chicf, 

Patient of idleneſs beyond belief, 

Moſt charitably lends the Town his face, 

For ornament in ev'ry publick place: 8 

In 
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As ſare as cards he to th' aſſembly comes, 
And is the furniture of drawingrooms: 
And, join'd tv two he fails not to make three. 
Narciſſus is the glory of his race, 
For who does nuthing with a better grace? 
To deck wy lift by Nature were deſigu d 
Such ſhining exple tives of humankind, 
Who want, while thro' blank life they dream along, 
Senlc to be right, and paſſion to be wrong. go 
To counterpoile this hero of the mode, 
Some for renown are ſingular and odd; 
What other men diſlike is ſure to pleaſe, 
Of all mankind, theſe dear antipodes: 
"Thro' pride, not malice, they run counter ſtill, 9s 
And birthdays are their days of dreſſing ill. ; 
Arb— is 2 fool, and F aſage, 
S— ly will fright you. E-— engage: 
By Nature ſtreams run backward, flame deſcends, 
Stones mount, and S———x is the worſt of friends. 
They take their reſt by day, and wake by night, 10f 
And bluſh if you ſurpriſe them in the right; 
If they by chance blurt out, ere well aware, 
A ſwan is white, or r is fair. 
Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 305 
A fool in faſhion, but a fool that 's out; 


His palſion for abfurdity 's fo ſtrong, 
He caunut beat a rival in the wrong. 
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Tho' wrong the mode, comply : more ſenſe is ſfhewn 

In wearing others follies than your own. 110 

if what is ont of faſhion moſt you prize, 

Methinks you ſhould endeavour to be wiſe. 

But what in oddneſs can be more ſublime 

Than 8, the foremoſt toyman of his time? 

His aice ambition lies in curious fancies, Ins 

His daughter's portion a rich ſhell enhances, 

And Aſhmole's baby-houſe is, in his view, 

Britannia's golden mine, a rich Peru! 

How his eyes languiſh! how his thoughts adore 

That painted cunt which Joſeph never wore! 120 

He ſhews, on holidays, a ſacred pin 

That touch d the ruff that touch'd Queen Beſs's chin. 
* Since that great dearth our chronicles deplore, 

Since the great plague that ſwept as many more, 

« Was ever year unbleſs d as this? he'll cry, 225 

© [t has nut brought us one new butterfly! 

In times that ſuffer ſuch learn'd men as theſe, 
Unhappy I——y bow came you to pleaſe ? 

Not gaudy butterflics are Lico's game, 

But in effect his chaſe is much the fame ; 130 

Warm in purſuit, he levecs all the great, 

Stanch to the foot of title and eſtate: 

Where er their lordſhips go, they ne ver find 

Or Lico or their ſhadows lag behind; 

He ſets them ſure, where'er their locdſhips run, 8 

Cloſe at their e]bows, as a merning- dun; 
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As if their grandeur by contagion wrought, 

And fame was, like a fever, to be caught : 

But after ſeven years dance from place to place 

The Dane ſ is more familiar with his Grace. 140 
Who'd be a crutch to prop a rotten peer, 

Or living pendent dangling at his car, 

For months before, by trumpets, thro' the lo! 

Who d be a glaſs, with flattering grimace, 145 

Still to reflect the remper of his face ? 

Or happy pin to ſtick upon his fleeve, 

When my lord 's gracious, and vouchſafes it leave? 

To loll or thump it for his better caſe ? 150 

Or a vile butt, for noon or night beſpoke, 

When the peer raſhly fwears he'll club his joke? 

Who d ſhake with laughter, tho' he could not find 

His lordſhip's jeſt, or, if his noſe broke wind? 

For bleſſings to the gods profoundly bow, 155 

That can cry chimney-ſweep, or drive a plough ? 

With terms like theſe how mean the tribe that cloſe? 

Scarce meaner they who terms like theſe impoſe. 
But what's the tribe moſt likely to comply ? 


Sat. IV. 


The men of ink, or ancient authors, lie; r60 
The writing tribe, who ſhameleſs auctions hold 
Of praiſe, by inch of candle to be fold; a 

+ A Danith dog of the Duke of Argyle. f 
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All men they flatter, but themſelves the moſt, 

With deathleſs fame their everlaſting boaſt : 5 

For Fame no cully makes fo much her jeſt, 163 

As her old conſtant ſpark, the bard proſeſt. 

Mie ſhines in council, M—— in the fight, 

pm s magnificent, but | can write, 

„And what to my great ſoul like glory dear? 

Till fome god whiſpers in his tingling ear, 170 

That fame un w holeſome taken without meat, 

And life is beſt ſuſtain'd by what is ate: 

Grown lean and wiſe, he curſes what he writ, 

And wiſhes all his wants were in his wit. 

Ah! what avails it, when his dinner s loſt, 173 

That his triumphant name adorns a poſt ? 

Orthat his ſhining page ( provoking Fate) 

Defends ſirloins, which fons of Dulneſs eat? 

What foe to verſe without compaſſion hears, 

What cruel proſe-man can refrain from tears, 180 

When the poor Muſe, for leſs than hali-a-crown, 

A proſtitute on ev'ry bulk in Town, 

With other whores undone, tho' not in print, 

Clubs credit for Geneva in the Mint ? 

Ye Bards! why will you fing, tho' uninſpir'd? 183 

Ye Bards! why will you ſtarve to be admir'd? 

Defunct by Phebus' laws, beyond redreſs, 

Why will your ſpectres haunt the frighted preſs? 

Bad metre, that excreſcence of the head, 

Like hair, will fprout altho' the poet 's dead. 190 
3 
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All other trades demand, verſe-makers beg. 
A dedication is a wooden leg ; 
A barren labeo. the true mumper's faſhion, 
Expoſes borrow'd brats to move compaſſion. 
Tho fuch myſelf, vile bards I difcummend; 194 
Nay more, tho' gentle Damon is my friend. 
ls t then a crime to write? -＋rf talent rare 
Proclaim the god, the crime is to forbear : 
For ſome, tho' few, there are large-minded men, 
Who watch unſeen the labours of the pen : 200 
Who know the Muſe's worth, and therefore court, 
Their dceds her theme, their bounty her ſupport; 
Who ſerve, unaſk'd, the leaſt pretence to wit, 
My ſole excuſe, alas! for having writ. 
A— le true wit is ſtudious to reſtore, 205 
And D—t ſmiles, if Phebus ſmil d before; 
P—ke in years the long-lov'd arts admires, 
And Henrietta like a Muſe inſpires. 
Rut. ah! not inſpiration can obtain 
That fame which poers languiſh for in vain. 210 
How mad their aim who thirft for glory, ſtrive 
To graſp what no man can poſſeſs alive? 
Fame a reverſion in which men take place 
(O late reverſion!) at their own deceaſe. 
This truth fagacious Lintat knows ſo well, 213 
He ſtarves his authors, that their works may ſell. 
That fame is wealth, fantaſtick poets cry; 
That wealth is fame, another clan reply, 
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Who know no guilt, no ſcandal, but in rags, 

And ſwell ia juit propertion to their bags. 230 
Nor only the low - born, deform d. and old, 

Think glory nothing but the beams of gold; 

The firſt young lord which in the Mall you meet, 
Shall match the verieſt hunks in Lombard-ftreet, 
From reſcu d candles ends who raid a ſum, 225 
And ſtarves to join a penny to a plum. 

A beardleſs miſer! t is a guilt unknown 

| To former times, 2 ſcandal all our own. 

Of ardent lovers the true modern band 

Will mortgage Celia to redeem their land. 230 
For love, young, noble, rich, Caſtalio dies; 

Name but the fair, love ſwells into his eyes. 

| Divine Monimia, thy foud fears lay down, 

No rival can prevail, —but halt-a-crown. 

| He gloriesto late times to be convey'd, 235 
Not for the poor he has rcliev'd, but made: 

Not ſuch ambition his great fathers fir'd, 

| When Harry conquer'd, and half France expir'd: 
He'd be a flave, a pimp, a dog, for gain; 

Nay, a dull ſheriff for his golden chain. 240 
* Who'd be a flave? the gallant col'uel cries, 

| While love of glory ſparkles from his eyes: 

| rr 
Juſt is his title. — for he will not tight. 

All ſoldiers valour, all divines have grace, 245 


As maids of honour beauty, — by their place: 


when, indulging on the laſt campaign, 
— — | 
He gives the foes he flew, at exch vain word, | 
A fweet revenge, and half abſohves his fword. 250 
Of boaſting more than of a bomb afraid, 
| A ſoldier ſhould be modeſt as a maid. 
Fame is a bubble the reſerv d enjoy; 
Who ſtrive to graſp it, as they touch, deſtroy : 
— jr ů — 255 
But if yourſelf the world is 
——————4— 
Auguſtus” deeds in arms had uc er been known; 
Auguſtus' deeds, if that ambiguous name | 
Confounds my reader, and mifguides his aim, 260 
Such is the prince's worth of whom | ſpeak, 
The Roman would not bluſh at the miſtake, 1268 


End of Satire Fourth, 
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SATIREV. 


ON WOMEN. 


— — 
O faire of creation ! laſt aud bett 
Of all Gud's works ! creature in whom excell'd 
Whatever can to fight or thwught be form'sd 
Holy, divine, thou, amiable, or ſweet ! 
How art thou lai | —— MTLTON. 
SD ______________——————— "EZ 


Noa reigns ambition in bold man alone; 


Boſt female hearts the rude invader own : 


But there, indeed, it deals in nicer things 
Than routing armies and duthroning kings. 
Attend, and you diſcern it in the fair, 
Conduct a finger, or reclaim a hair, 

Or roll the lucid orbit of an eye, 


Nay, thank their faults for ſuch a fruitful theme; 10 
Since ſatiriaing thoſe is praifing thee ; 

Who wouldſt not bear, too modeſtly refin'd, 

A panegyrick of a groſſer kind. 

Britannia*s daughters, much more fair than nice, 13 
Too fond of admiration, loſe their price; 
Worn in the publick eye, give cheap delight 
To throngs, . 

Volume 117, 
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As unreſerv'd and beauteous as the ſun, 
Thro' ev'ry fign of vanity they run; 2 
Aſſemblies, parks, coarſe feaſts in city-halls, 
Lectures and trials, plays. committees, balls, 
Well, bedlams, executions, Smithfield fcenes, 
And fortunetellers' caves and lions' dens; 
Taverns, Exchanges, Bridewclls, drawingrooms, 25 
Inſtaiments, pillories, coronations, tombs, 
Tumblers and funeral, puppetſhows, reviews, 
Sales, races, rabares, (and, ſtill ftranger!) pews. 
Clarinda's boſom burns, but burns for fame, 
And love hes vanquiſſi d in a nobler flame; 30 
Warm gleams of hope the now diſpenſes, then, 
Like April ſuns, dives into clouds agen: 
With all her luſtre now her lover warms, 
"Then, out of oftentation, hides her charms. 
Vis next her pleaſure tweetly to complain, 35 
And to be takcn with a ſudden pain; 
"Then the {tarts up, all ecſtaſy and blifs, 
And is, ſwert foul! juſt as fincere in this. 
O how ſhe rolls her charming eyes in ſpight! 
And looks delightfully with all her might! 49 
But, like our heroes, much more brave than wile, 
She conquers for the triumph, not the prize. 
Lara reſembles Etna crown'd with ſnows, 
Without ſhe frec zes. and within ſhe glows: 
Twice ere the ſun deſcends, with zeal infpir'd, 45 
From the vain converſe of the world retir d, 
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She reads the pſalms and chapters for the day, 
In —— Cleopatra, or the laſt new play. 
Thus gloomy Zara. wich a folemn grace, 
Deceĩ ves mankind, and hides behind her face. 30 
Nor far bencath her in renown is ſhe, 
Who, throꝰ good-breecing, ti» ii} company; 
Whoſe manners will not let her larum ceaſc; 
Who thinks you are unhappy when at peace; 
To find you news who racks her ſubtle head, 55 
And vow»—that her great-yr ndiat her is dead. 
A dearth of word- a woman need not fear, 
| But"tisa rk indeed to lkearn—to hear; 
In that the ſx il of converſation hes; 
Thar ſhew+ or makes you both polite and wife. 6 
| Xantippe cries, ** Let aymphs who nought can fay 
ge loſt in filence, and reſign the dey; 
1 And let the guilty wiſc her guilt confeſs 
By tame behaviour au a loſt addrefs.” 
Thro' virtue ſhe refuſes to-comply 657 
With all the dictates of 11m amty; 
Thro' wifdom ſhe refuſt + tu ſubmit 
0 To Wiſdom's rules. and raves to prove her wit; 
Then, her unblemiſn'd honour to maintain, 
Rejects her huſband's kindneſs with diſdain : 7⁰ 
But if, by chance an ill- adapted word 
Drops from the lip of her unwary lord, 
Her darling china, in a whirlwind feut, 
Juſt intimates the !ady's diicoutent. 
3 
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Wine may indeed excite the meckeſt dame, 

But keen Xantippe, ſcorning borrow d flame, 

Oer cooling grucl. and compoſing tea; 

Nor reſts by night, but, more fincere than nice, 

She ſhakes the curtains with her kind advice: $o 

Doubly, like Eche, found is her delight, 

And the laſt word is her eternal right. 

Is't not enough plagues, wars, and famines, rife 

To laſh our crimes, but muſt our wives be wiſe ? 
Famine, plague, war, and an unnumber'd throng 

Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong. $6 

What black, what ceafeleſs, cares beſiege our ſtate ? 

What ſtrokes we feel from Fancy and from Fate? 

If Fate forbears us, Fancy ſtrikes the blow ; 

We make misfortune; fuicides in wo. 90 

Superfluous aid! unneceſſary Kill! 

Is Nature backward to torment or kill ? 

Ho oft' the noon, how oft' the midnight bell, 

(That iron tongue of death!) with ſolemn knell, 

On Folly's errands as we vainly roam, 95 

Knocksatonrhearts,and finds our thoughts from home? 

Men drop fo faſt, ere life's mid ſtage we tread, 

Few know ſo many friends alive as dead; 

Yet, as immortal, in our up-hill chaſe 

We preſs coy Fortune with unſlacken d pace; 100 

Our ardent labours for the toys we ſeek, 

Join night to day, and Sunday to the week: 
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Between ſatiety and fiercc d ſire. 
Now what reward for all this prief and toil? 109 
But ont; a female friend”s endearing ſmile; 

A tender (mile. our forrows' only balm, 

And in life's tempeſt the tad ſailur calm. 

How have I ſeen a gentle nymph draw nigh, 
Peace in her air, perſuaſton in her cye; 115 
Victorious tenderneſs! it all o ercame, 

Huſbands look d mild, and ſavages grew tame. 
The ſylvan race our active nymphs purſue; 
Man is not all the game they have in view: 
In woods and fields their ylory they complete; 1m; 
There Maſter Betty leaps a five-barr'd gate; 
While fair Mifs Charles to totlets is contfin'd, 
Kor raſhly tempts the bach'rous ſun and wind. 
Some nymphs affect a more heroick breed, 
And vault from hunters to the manag'd ſeed; 120 
Command his prancings with a martial air, 
And Foabert has the torming of the fair. 

More than one fteed mult Dclia's ernpire feel, 
Who fits triumphant o'er the lying wheel, 

And as ſhe guides it thro” ti” admiring throng, 125 
With what an air ſhe ſmacks the ſilken thong ? 
Graceſul as John, ſhe moderates the reins, 

And whiſtles ſweet her divretick ſtrains ; 
Sefoitris-like, ſuch chariotcers as theſe 

May drive fix harncfs'd monarchs if they pleaſe: 139 
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They drive, row, run, with love of glory ſmit, 
Leap, ſwim, ſhoot flying, and pronounce on wit. 

O'er the helle · lettre lovely Daphne reigns; 
Again the god Apollo wears her chains: 

With legs tofs'd high, on her fophee ſhe fits, 133 
Vouchſafing audience to contending wits : 

Of each performance ſhe 's the final teſt ; 

One act read o'er, ſhe prophefics the reſt; 

And then, pronouncing with deciſive air, 

Fully convinces all the Town—hſhe's fair. 243 
Had lovely Daphne Hecateſſa s face, 

How would her elegance of taſte decreaſe ! 

Some ladies judgment in their features les, 

But hold, ſhe cries, Lampoener have a care; 145 

Muſt l want common ſenſe becauſe I'm fair ! 

O no: ſee Stella; her eyes ſhine as bright 

As if her tongue was never in the right: 

And yet what real learning, judgment, fire! 

She ſeems inſpir d. and can herfelf iofpire : 150 
How then (if malice rul d not all the fair) 

Could Daphne publiſh, and could ſhe forbear ? 

We grant that beauty is no bar to ſenſe, 

Nor is t a fandtion for impertinence. 

Sempronia lik d her man, and well ſhe might; 117 
The youth in perſon and in parts was bright; 
Poflefs'd of ev'ry virtue, grace, and art, 

That claims juſt empire o'er the fema!c heart 
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He met her paſſion, all her ſighs return d, 
And in full rage of youthful ardour burn d- 160 
Large his poſſeſſions, and beyond her own, 
Their bliſs the theme and envy of the own: 
The day · was fix'd, when, with one acre more, 
In ſtepp'd deform'd, debauch d, diſeas d, Threeſcore. 
The fatal fequel l, thro” ſhame forbear. 165 
Of pride and av rice who can cure the fair! 

Man 's rich with little, were his judgment true; 
Nature is fruga}, and her wants are few; 


Fancy and pride ſcek things at valt expenſe, 
Which reliſh not to reaſon, nor to ſenfe. 
When ſurfeit or unthankfulneſs deſtroys, 
In Nature's narrow fphere, our folid joys, 
In Fancy's airy land of noife and ſhow, 173 
Where nouꝑ ht but dreams, no real pleaſures, grow, 
Like cats in air pumpo, to ſubſiſt we ſtrive 

On joys too thin to keep the ſoul alive. 

Lemira's fick ; make haſte; the doctor call: 

He comes: but where 's his patient? at the ball. 1890 
The doctor ſtares; her woman curt'fies low, 

And cries, © My lady, Sir, is always ſo: 

* Diverſions put her maladies to flight; 

* True; ſhe cann't ſland but ſhe can dance all night 3 
* I've known my Lady (for ſhe loves a tune) 188 
For fevers take an opera in June: 
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And tho”, perhaps, you Il think the practice bold, 
* A midnight Park is fov'reign for a cold: 
Wich cholicks breakfaſts of green fruit agree, 
Witch indigeitions ſupper juſt at three.” 190 
A ſtrange alternative, replies Sir Hane, 
Muſt women have a doctor or a dance? 
Tho' fick to death, abroad they fafcly roam, 
But droop and die. in perfect health at home. | 
For want — but not of health, arc ladics ill, 195 
And tickets cure beyond the doctor's bill. 

Alas, my Heart! how languiſhingly fair 
Von lady lolls? with what a tender air? 
Pale as a young dramatick author, when 
Oer darling lines fell Cibber waves his pen. 229 
Is her lord angry, or has Veny + chid ? 
Dead is her father, or the maik forbid ? 
Late fitting up has turn d her roſes white.” 
Why went ſhe not to bed? Lecauſe t was night.“ 
Did ſhe then dance or play ? ©* Nor this nor that.” 
Well, night ſoon teals away in pleafing chat. 2c6 
No, all alone her pray'rs ſhe rather choſe, 
Than be that wretch to flcep till morning roſe.” 
Then Lady Cynthia, miſtreſs of the ſhade, 
Goes with the faſhionable owls to bed: 210 
This her pride covets, this her health denies; 
Her foul is filly, but her body 's wiſe. 

Others, with curious arts, dim charms revive, 
And triumph in the bloom of fifty-tive. 
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You, in the morning, a fair nymph invite, 23g 
To keep her word a brown one comes at night; 
Next day ſhe ſhines in gloufly black, and then 
Revolves into her native red agen: 

Like a dove's neck ſhe ſhifts her tranſient charms, 
And is her own dear rival in your arms. 220 
But one admirer has the painted laſs, 

Nor finds that one but in her looking glaſe: 

Yet Laura's beautiful to ſuch exceſs, 
That all her art ſcarce makes her pleaſe us leſs. 

To deck the female check he only knows, 325 
How gay they ſmile ? Such bleſſings Nature pours, 

O'erſtock'd mankind enjoy but half her ſtores: 

In diſtant wilds, by human eyes unſeen, 

She rears her flow ro, and ſpreads her velvet green: 
Pure gurgliag rills the lonely deſert trace, 231 

And waſte their muſick on the ſavage race. 

Is Nature then a niggard of her bliſs? 

Repine we guiltleſs in a world like this? 

But our lewd taſtes her lawful charms reſuſe, 234 
And painted Art's deprav'd allurements chuſe. 

Such  ulvia's paſſion for the Town : freſh air 
(An odd effect!) gives vapours to the fair z 
Green ficlds, and ſhady groves, and cryſtal ſprings, 
And larks, and nightingalcs, are odious things; 240 
But ſmoke, and duſt, and noiſe, and crowds, delight, 

Aud to be preſs'd to death tranſports her quite: 
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Where ſil ver riv'lets play thro' flow ry meads, 
And woodbines give their ſweets, and limes their 
Black kennels abſent odours ſhe regrets, {ſhades, 
And ſtops her noſe at beds of violets. 246 

Is ſtormy life preferr d to the ſerene ? 
Or is the publick to the private ſcene ? 
Retir'd, we tread a ſmooth and open way, 
Thro' briers and brambles in the world we ſtr: y; 2:0 
Stiff oppoſit ion, and perplex d debate, 
And thorny care, and rank and ilinging hate, 
Which choke our paſſage our carcer control, 
And wound the firmeſt temper of our foul. 
O ſacred Solitude ! divine retreat! 
Choice of the prudent! envy of the great! 
By thy pure ſtream, or in thy waving ſhade, 
We court fair Wiſdom, that celeſtial maid; 
The genuine offopring of her lov'd embrace, 
(Stangers on earth!) are Innocence and Peace: 260 
There from the ways of men laid ſaſe aſhore, 
We ſmile to hear the diſtant tempeſt roar; 
There, bleſ d with health, with bus neſs unperplex'd, 
This life we reliſh, and enſure the next: 
There, too, the Muſes ſport : theſe numbers free, 265 
Pierian Eaſtbury ! I owe to thee. 

There ſport the Muſes, but not there alone; 
Their facred force Amelia feels in Town. 
Nought but a genius can a genius fit ; 
A wit herſelf, Amelia weds a wit : 270 
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Both wits! tha' miracles are ſaid to ceaſe, 
Three days, three wondrous days! they liv d in peace; 
With the fourth fun a warm diſpute aroſe 
On Durfey's poefy and Bunyan's proſe. 
The learned war both wage with equal force, 274 
And the fitth morn concluded the divorce. 
herbe, tho' ſhe poſſeſies nothing lefs, 
l proud of being rich in happineſs; 
Laborwully purtfues de luſive toys, 
Content with pains. fince they're reputed joys. 290 
With what well-acted tranſport will ſhe fay, 
Well, ſure we were fo happy yeſterday ! 
«* 4nd then that charming party for to-morrow!”* 
Tho' well ſhe knows t' will languiſh into forrow : 
But the dares never boaſt the preſent hour; 234 
So groſo that cheat, it is beyond her pow'r : 
For ſuch is or our weakne(s or our curſe, 
Or rather ſuch our crime, which ſtill is worſe. 
The preſent moment, like a wife, we ſhun, 
And ne er enjoy, becauſe it is our own. 290 
Pleaſurtes are fc, aud fewer we enjoy; 
Plealure, like quickfilver, is bright and coy ; 
We ſtrive to graſp it with our utmoſt ſkill, 
drill it cludes us, and it glitters till : 
If feiz'd at ail, compute your mighty gains; 293 
What is it but rank poiſon in your veins? 
As Flavia in her glaſs an angel ſpies, 
Pride whiſpers in her ear pernicious lies; 
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Tells her, while ſhe ſurveys a face ſo fine, 
There's no faticty of charms divine. 300 
Hence, if her lover yawns, all chang'd appears 
Her temper, and ſhe melts (ſweet ſoul!) in tears: 
She fond and young, laſt week her wiſh enjoy d, 
In ſoſt amuſement all the night employ d: 
The morning came, when Strephon, waking. found 
(Surpriſing ſight !) his bride in ſorrow drown d. 30 6 
* What miracle,” ſays Strephon,**makes thee weep?” 
& Ah, barb"rous man,” ſhe cries, how could vo 
Men love a miſtrefs as they love a feaſt; [ſleep 2” 
How grateful one to touch, aud one to taſte? 310 
Yet ſure there is a certain time of day 
We wiſh our miſtreſs and our meat away : 
But ſoon the ſated appetites return, 
Again our ſtomachs crave, our boſoms burn : 
Eternal love let man, then, never ſwear ; 315 
Let women never triumph nor deſpair; 
Nor praiſe nor blame, tuo much, the warm or chill: 
Hunger and love are forcign to the will. 
There is, indeed, a paſſion more refia'd, 
For thoſe few nymphs whoſe charmsare of the mind; 
But not of that unfaſhivnablc ſet 32 
Is Phyllis; Phyllis and her Damon met. 
Eternal love exactly hits her taſte ; 
Phyllis demands eternal love at leaft. 
Eternal love I vow, the ſwain replies; 
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But ſay, my all, my miſtreſs, and my friend! 
| What day next week th' eternity ſhall end? 
Some nymphs prefer aſti onomy to love, 
Elope from mortal man, ani range above. 330 

The fair philoſopher to Rowley flies, 

Where, in a box, the whole creation lies: 

ke ſees the planets in their turns advance, 

And ſcorns, Poitier ! thy ſublunary dance: 

Of Deſagulier ſhe beſpeaks freſh air, 33S 
And Whiſton has engagements with the fair. 

What vain experiments Suphrona tries! 

"Tis not in airpumps the gay col'nel dies. 

But tho' to-Cay this rage of ſcicner reigns, 

(O fickle 5ex |) ſoon end her learued pains. 340 
| Lo! pug from Jupiter her heact has got, 
Turns out the ſtars, and Newton is a fot. 
To turn; ſhe never took the height 
Of Saturn, yet is ever in the right: 

She ſtrikes each point with native force of mind, 345 
Graceful to fight, and elegant to thought, 
The great are vanquiſh'd, and the wiſe are taught. 
Her breeding ſiniſh d, and her temper ſweet, . 
When ferious eaſy, and when gay difcrect ; 350 
lu glict'ring ſcenes, o'er her own heart ſincere, 
In crewds collected. and in courts ſevere; 
| Sincere and warm, with zcal well underſtocd, 
She takes à noble pride in doing good; 

Fame 117, L 
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Yet not ſuperiour to her ſex's cares, 358 
The mode ſhe fixes by the gown ſhe wears: 

Of filks and china ſhe's the laſt appeal; 

In theſe great points ſhe leads the commonweal; 
And if diſputes of empire riſe between 

Mechlin the queen of lace, and Colberteen, 360 
Tis doubt! tt is darkneſs! till ſuſpended Fate 
Aſſumes her nod, to cloſe the grand debate. 

Their emulation only in their dreſs ? 

But, oh! the nymph that mounts above the fkies, 
And, gratis, clears religious myſteries, 366 
Refolv'd the church's welfare to enſure, 

And make her family a finecure ; 

The theme divine at cards ſhe ll not forget, 

But takes in texts of Scripture at Piquet; 370 
In thoſe licentious meetings acts the prude, 

And thanks her Maker that her card: are good. 
What angels would theſe be, who thus excel 

In thealogicks, could they ſew as well! 

Yet why ſhonld not the fair her text purſue? 375 
Can ſhe more decently the doctor woe ? 

"Tis hard, too, ſhe who makes no uſe but chat 

Of her religion, ſhould be barr'd in that. 

Ifaac, a brother of the canting ſtrain, 

When he has knock d at his own ſkull in vain, 380 
To beguteous Marcia often will repair 
With a dark text, to light it at the fair. 
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o how his pious ſoul exults to find 

Such love for holy men in womankind ? 

Charm'd with her learning, with what rapture he 383 
Hangs on her bloom, like an induſtrious bee; 

Hums round about her. and with all his pow'r 
Extracts ſweet wiſdom from ſo fair a flow'r ? 

The young and gay declining, Appia flies 
At nobler game, the mighty and the wiſe: 390 
By Nature more an eagle than a dove, 

She impiouſly prefers the world to love. 

Can wealth give happineſs? look round and fee 
What gay diſtret>! what iplendid miſery! | 
Whatever Fortune laviſhly can pour, 395 
Wealth is a cheat , believe not what it ſays; 

Like any lord it promifes—and pays. 

How will the mitcr ſtartle to be told 

Of ſuch a wonder as inſolvent gold? 

What Nature wants ha» an intrinſick weight, 

All more is but the faſhion of the plate, 

It charms us now, anon we caft a new, 

To ſome freſh birth of fancy more inclin'd; 405 

Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. - 

Miſtaken lovers, who make worth their care, 

And think accompliſhments will win the fair; 

The fair t is true by genins ſhould be won, 

& flow rs unfold their beautics to the fun : 410 
Ly 
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And yet in female ſcales a fop outweighs, 
And Wit muſt wear the willow and the bays, 


Noughe ſhiacs fo bright in vain Liberia's eye 
As not, impudence, and perfidy; 
. doop, end play's,” 
And kill d his man, and triumph d oer his maid, 
For him, as yet unhang d. ſhe fpreads her charms, 
Snatches the dear deſtroyer to her arms, 
And amply gives, (tho' treated long amiſo) 
The man of merit hi · revenge in this. 420 
If you reſent, and wiſh a woman ill. 
But turn her o'er one moment to her will. 

The languid lady next appears in ſtate, 
Who was not born to carry her own weight; 
To her own {ature lifts the feeble maid; 
Then, if ordain'd to fo ſe vere a doom, 
She, by juſt ſtages, journeys round the room; 
But, knowing her own weakneſs, ſhe deſpairs 
To fcale the Alps that is. aſcend the ſtairs. 430 
My fan! let others ſay, who laugh at toil; 

Fan! hood! glove! ſcarf! is her laconick ſtyle, 
And that is ipoke with ſuch a dying fall, 

That Betty rather fees than hears the call: ; 
The motion of her lips. and meaning eye, 435 
Piece out th idea her faint words deny. 

oO nden with attention muſt profound! 

Her voice is but the ſhadow of a found. 
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And help! oh, help! her ſpirits are ſo dead, 
One hand ſcarce lifts the other to her head; 
If there a ſtubborn pin it triumphs o'er, 
She pants! ſhe finks away! and is no more. 
Let the robuſt, and the gigantick, crave, 
Life is not worth ſo much; ſhe d rather ſtarve 
But chew ſhe muſt herſe lf: ah, cruel fate ! 445 
That Roſalinda cann't by proxy cat. 

An antidote in female caprice lies 
(Kind Heav'n') againſt the poiſon of their eyes. 

Thaleſtris triumphs in a manly mien; 
Loud is her accent, and her phraſe obſcene. 430 
in fair and open dealing where s the ſhame ? 
What Nature dares to give, ſhe dares to name. 
This honeſt fellow is ſincere and plain, 
And juſtly gives the jcalous huſband pain. 
(Vain is the taſk to petticoats aſſign'd, 455 
If wanton language ſhews a naked mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her eloquence, 
An oath ſupplics the vacancies of ſcnte 
Hark! the ſhrill notes tranſpierce the yielding air, 
And teach the neighb' ring echoes how to ſwear. 460 
By Jove is faint, and for the ſimple twain ; 
She, on the Chriftian lyſtem, is profane: 
But tho' the volley ractles in your car, 
Believe her dreſs ſhe's not a grenadicr. 
Ifthunder s awful, how much more our dread, 463 
When Jove deputes a lady in his ftcad ? 
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A lady ! pardon my miſtaken pen: 
A ſhameleſs woman is the worſt of men. 

Few to good breedin make a juft pretence; 
Good-breeding is the ble-fiom of good fenfez 450 
The laſt re ſult of an accon:pliſt's mind, | 
With ourward grace, the budy's virtue, join d. 

A violated decency now reigns, 

And nymphs for failings take peculiar pains. 
With Chineſe painters modern toaſts agree, 475 
The point they aim at is deformity : 

They throw their perſons, with a hoyden air, 
Acroſs the room, and rof+ into the chair. 

go far their commerce with mankird is gone, 
They for our manners have exchang'd their own. 40 
The modeſt look, the caſtigated grace, 

The gentle movement, and flow-mezſur'd pace, 
For which her lovers dy'd, her parents pray d, 

Are indecorums with the modern mid. 

Stiff forms are bd] but let not worſe intrude, 285 
Nor conquer Art and Nature to be rude. 

Modern gooe-breceding carry to its height, 

And Lady 5— ſelf will be polite. 

Ye riſing Fair! ye bloom of Brirain's iſle ! 
When high-born Anna, with a ſoſten d ſmile, 496 
Leads on your train, and fparkles at your head, 
What ſcems moſt hard is not to be wellbred ; 

Her bright example with ſucceſs purſue, 
And all but adorztion is your due. 
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But adoration ! give me ſomething more, agg 
Cries Lyce, on the borders of threeſcore. 

Novght treads ſo filent at the ſoot of Time ; 

Hence we miſtake our autumn for our prime. 

"Tis grextly wiſe to know, before we re told, 

The melancholy news that we grow old. 500 
Autumnal Lyce carries in her face | 
Memento Mori to each publick place. 

O how your beating breaſt a miſtreſs warms, 

Who looks thro” ſpectacles to fee your charms! 
While rival undertakers hover round, 303 
And with his ſpade the fexton marks the ground, 
Intent not on her own, but othcrs' doom, 

Ske plans new conqueſts, and defrauds the tomb. 
In vain the cock has ſummon'd ſprites away, 

She walks at noon, and blaſts the bloom of day; $10 
Gay rainbow fiiks her mellow charms infold, 

And nought of Lyce but herſelſ is ald: 

Her grizaled locks aſſume 2 ſmirking grace, 

And Art has le vell'd her deep-furrow'sd face : 

Her ſttange demand no mortal can approve; gg 
We ll aſk her bleſling. but cann't aſk her love: 
She grants, indeed, a lady may decline 

(All ladies but herfclf) at nincty-niue. 

O how unlike her was the ſacred age 

Of prudent Portia? her gray hairs engage, 320 
Whoſe thoughts are ſuited to her liſe s decline: 
Virtue s the paint that can make wrinkles ſhine : 
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That, and that only, can old age ſuſtain, 

Which yet all wiſh, nor know they wiſh for pain. 
Not num vous arc our joys when life is new, g25 
And yearly ſome are falling of the few ; 

But when we conquer life's meridian ſtage, 

And downward tend into the vale of age, 

They drop apace : by Nature ſome decay, 

And ſome the blaſts of Fortune fweep away; 330 
Till naked quite of happineſs, aloud 

We call for death, and ſhelter in a ſhroud. 
Where's Portia now ?—But Portia left behind 

Two lovely copies of her form and mind. 

What heart untouch'd their early grief can view, 33 

Like bluſhing roſe-buds dipp'd in morning dew ? 
Who into ſhelter takes their tender bloom, 

And forms their minds to fly from ills to come ? 
The mind, when turn'd adrift, no rules to guide, 

Drives at the mercy of the wind and tide ; 340 
Fancy and paſſion toſs it to and fro, 

A while torment, and then quite fink in wo. 

Ye beauteous Orphans! ſince in ſilent duſt 

Your beſt example lies, my precepts truſt. 

Life ſwarms with ills; the boldeſt are afraid; $45 

Where then is ſafety for a tender maid ? 

Unſit for conflict, round beſet with woes, 

And man, whom leaſt ſhe fears, her worſt of foes ! 

When kind, moſt cruel; when oblig'd the moſt, 

The lraſt obliging ; and by favours loſt : 330 
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Cracl by nature, they for kindneſs hate, 

And fcrrn you for thoſe ills themſelves create. 
Wor: your fame our ſex a blot has thrown, 
"Twill ever ſtick throꝰ malice of your own. 
Moſt hard] in picafing your chief glory lies, 334 
And yet from pleafing your chief dangers riſe : 

Then pleaſe the beſt; aud krow, for men of ſenſe 
Your ſtrongeſt charms are native innocence. 

Fright him that 's worth your love from your embrace. 
In fimple manners all the ſecret hes; 56c 
Be kind and virtuous, you 'li be blefs'd and wiſe. 
Vain ſhew and noife intoxicat? the brain, 

RN in with giddineſs, and end in pain. 

Aﬀec not empty fame and idle praiſe. 565 
Which all thoſe wretches | deſcribe betrays. 

Your fex's glory 't is to ſhine unknown; 

Of all applauſe be fondeſt of your own. 

Beware the fever of the mind; that thirſt 

Wuh which the age is eminently cury'd : 570 
To drink of pleaſure but inflames defire, 

And abſtinence alone can quench the fire; 

Take pain from life, and terrour from the tomb, 
Give peace in hand, and promiſe bliſs to come. 574 
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Inſcrided to the 
RIGHT HON. THE LADY ELIZABETH GERMAIN, 
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Interdum tamen et tollit commedia vocem. HOR. 


FE >oveunr a patroneſs but ſought in vain ; 

Apollo whiſper'd in my ear —* Germain.” — 

I know her not —** Your reaſon s fomewhat odd; 

* Who knows his patron now ?” reply'd the god. 

„Men write to me, and to the world unknown, 3 

„Then fteal great names to ſhicld them from the 

Detected worth, like beauty difarray'd, [Town. 

„To covert flies, of praiſe itſelf afraid. 

Should the refuſe to patronize your lays, 

* In vengeance write a volume in her praiſe: 10 

© Nor think it hard fo great a length to run; 

* When ſuch the theme? t will cafily be done.” 
Ye Fair! to draw your excellence at length, 

Exceeds the narrow bounds of human ſtrength : 

You here, in miniature, your picture ſee, is 

Nor hope from Zincks more juſtice than from me: 
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My portraits grace your mind, as his your fide; 

He 's dear, you frugal ; chuſe my cheaper lay, 

And be your reformation all my pay. 20 
Lavinia is polite, but not profane, 

To church as conſtant as to Drury-lane: 

She decently, in form, pays heav'n its due, 

And makes a civil viſit to her pew. 

Her lifted fan, to give a ſolemn air, 25 

Conceals her face. which paſſes for a pray'r : 

Curr'fies to curt ſies, then, with grace ſucceed; 

Not one the fair omits, but at the Creed: 


Orif the joins the ſervice, t is to ſeaak : 
Thro' dreadful filence the pent heart might break; 
Untaught to bear it, women talk away 38 


To God himſelf, and fondly think they pray: | 
But ſweet their accent, and their air reſin d; | 
For they re before their Maker —and mankind. 

When ladies once are proud of praying well, 35 


Druſa receives her viſitants in bed; 
But, chaſte as ice, this Veſta, to defy 
The very blackeſt tongue of Calumny, 40 


When from the ſheets her lovely form ſhe lifts, 
That makes the banquet poignant and polite, 
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There is no woman where there 's no reſerve; 4 


And 't is on plenty your poor lovers ſtarve. 

But with a modern fair meridian merit 
Is a fierce thing they call a nymph of ſpirit. 
Mark well the rollings of her flaming eye, 
And tread on tiptoe if you dare draw nigh : 30 
* Or if you take a lion by the beard *, 
Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian pard, 
Or arm d rhinoceros, or rough Ruſſian bear,” 
Firſt make your will, and then converf. with her. 
This lady glories in profuſe expenſe, 34 
To beggar her gallant is fome delight; 
To be more fatal ſtill is exquiſite. 
Had ever nymph ſuch reaſon to be glad? 
In duel fell two lovers; one run mad. 60 
Her foes their honeſt execrations pour; 

Her lovers only ſhould deteſt her more. 

Flavia is conſtant to her old gallant, 

And gen'rouſly ſupports him in his want: 

But marriage is a fetter, is a fnare, 65 
A hell no lady fo polite can bear. 

She s faithful, ſhe 's obſervant , and with pains 
Her angel-brood of buſtards ſhe maintains; 

Nor leaſt advaritage has the fair to picad, 

But that of guilt, above the marriage-bed, 70 
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Amaſia hates a prude, and ſcorns reſtraint ; 
hate er ſhe is, ſhe I not appear a faint: 
Her foul ſuperiour fiics tormality : 
80 gay ber air, her conduct is fo free, 
Some might ſuſpect the nymph not overgood— 75 
Nor would they be mattaken if they ſhould. 


Unmarry'd Abra puts on formal airs; 
Her cuſhion 's threadbare with her conſtant pray'rs : 
Her only grief is that ſhe cannot be 
At once eng d in pray'r aud charity. 80 


And this, to do her juttice, mult be faid, 

«% Who would not think that Abra was a maid ?” 
Some ladic s are too beauteous to be wed, 

For where s the man that 's worthy of their bed? 

If no diſcaſe reduce her pride before, 8; 

Lavinia will be rav iſh'd at threefcore : 

Then ſhe iubmits to venture in the dark, 

Aud wothing now is wanting but her ſpark. 
Lucia thinks happineſs confifts in ſlate; 

She weds an idiot; but ſhe cats in plate. 90 
The goods of Fortune which her foul poſſeſs, 

Are but the ground of unmade happinets; 

The rude material ; wiidom add to this, 

Wiſdom the fole artificer ot bliſs; 

She from herſelf, if fo compell'd by need, 93 

Of thin content can draw the ſubtle thread; 

But (no detract /n to her ſacred ſkill) 

Ihe can work in gold tt is better ſtill. 
Volume III. M 
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If Tullia had been blefs'4 with half her ſenſe, 
None c»+uld too much admire her excellence; yoo 
But fince ſhe can make errour ſhine fo bright, 

She thinks it vulgar to defend the right. 
With underſtanding ſhe i> quite o'errun, 
And by too great accompliſhments undone : 
With ſkill ſhe vibrates her eternal tongue, 10f 
For ever moſt divinely in the wrong. 
Naked in nothing ſhould a woman be, 
But veil her very wit with modeſty : 
Let man diſcover, let not her diſplay, 

But yield her charms of mind with ſweet delay. t10 
For pleaſure form d, perverſely ſome believe, 
'To make themſelves important, men mult grieve. 

Leſbia the fair, to fire her jealous lord, 

Pretends the fop ſhe laughs at is ador'd. 

In vin ſhe s proud of ſecret innocence ; 115 

The fact the feigns were fcarce a worſe offence. 
Mira, endow'd with ev'ry charm to bleſs, 

Has no deſign but on her huſband's peace: 

He lov'd her much, and greatly was he mov'd 

At imall inquietudes in her he lov'd 129 

« How charming this? — The pleaſure laſted long; 

Now ev'ry day the fits come thick and ſtrong: 

At laſt he tound the charmer only feign d, 

And was diverted when he ſhuuld be pain d 

What greater vengeance have the gods in ſtore! 125 

How tcdious life now the can plague no more? 
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Jhe tries a thouſand arts, but none ſucceed; 

She 's fore d a fever to procure indeed : 

Thus ſtrictly prov d this virtuous, loving wife, 

Her huſband”s pain was dearer than her life. 130 


Anxious Melania rifes to my view, 
Who never thinks her lover pays his due: 
Viſir, preſent treat, flacter, and adore, 
Her majeſty to-morrow calls for more. 
His wounded cars complaints eternal fill, 135 
As unoil'd hinges qucrulouſly ſhrill. 
« You went laſt night with Celia to the ball. 
You prove it falſe. ** Not go! that 's worſt of all. 
Nothing can pleaſe her, nothing not inflame, 
And arrant contradictions are the ſame 140 
Her lover muſt be fad to pleaſe her ſpleen; 
His mirth is an inexpiable fin ; 
For of all rivals that can pain her breaſt, 
There's one that wounds far deeper than the reſt; 
To wreck her quiet, the molt dreadful ſhelf 144 
ls, if her lover dares enjoy himſelf 

And this, becauſe ſhe's exquilitely fair: 
Should I diſpute her beauty, how ſhe'd ſtare ? 
How would Melania be ſurpris'd to hear 
She 's quite deform'd? and yet the caſe is clear. 150 
What's female beauty but an air divine, 
Thro' which the mind's all gentle graces ſhine ? 
They, like the ſun, irradiate all hetween ; 
The body charms, becauſe the ſoul is ſeen: 

N i 
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Hence men are often captives of a face, 55 

They know not why, of no peculiar grace. 

Some forms, thro” bright, no mortal man can bear; 

Some none reſiſt. tho nt exceeding fair. 
Aſpabia's highly barn, and nicely bred, 

Ot ta:te rifar'd, in liie and manners read, 160 

Ye: reaps nc truit from her ftuperiour ſenſe, 

Bur to be teas'd by her own exceilence. 

„ -olks are fo awkward ! things» io unpolite!”? 

She 's elegant iy pain'd from morn till niglit. 

Her delicacy - ſhock'd where er ſhe goes: 165 

Hach creatures impe r ſect ions are her woes, 

Heav'n by its favour has the fair diſtreſs d, 

And pour d ſuch blefſiogs —thatſhecann'tbe bleſs'd. 
Ah! why to vain, tho blooming in thy ſpring, 
Thou ſhining, trail, ador d. and wretched thing? 179 

Old age will come; diſeaſe may come before; 
Fifceen is full as mortal as threeſcore. 
Thy fortune ar d thy charms may ſoon decay; 
But grant thee fi.gitives prolong their tay, 
Ihe ir baſis tottero, their foundation ſhakes, 175 
Life that tupports them, in a moment breaks; 
Then wrought into the foul let virtue ſhine; 
The ground eternal, as che work divine. 

Julia 's a manager, ſhe's born for rule, 
And knows her wiſer huſband is a fool ; 180 
Aſſemblies holds. and ſpins the ſubtle thread 
That guides the lover to his fair one s bed; 
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For difficult amours can ſmooth the way, 

And tender letters dictate or convey 

But if depriv d of ſuch important cares, 183 

Her wiſdom condefcends to lefs affairs. 

For her own breakfaſt ſhe ll pruject a ſcheme, 

Nor take her tea without a flratagem; 

Preſides o er trifles with a ſerious face, 

important by the virtue of grimace 190 
Ladies ſupreme among amuſements reign, 

By nature born to ſooth and entertain: 

Their prudence in a ſhare of tolly lies: 

Why will they be ſo weak as to be wiſe ? 

Syrena is for ever in extremes, 195 
And with a vengeance ſhe commends or blames; 
Conſcious of her diſcerument. which is good, 

She ſtrains too much to make it underſtood. 

Her judgment juſt, her ſentence is too ſtrong; 

Becauſe ſhe 's right, ſhe 's ever in the wrong. 2c 
Brunetta 's wiſe in actions great and rare, 

But ſcorns on trifles to beſtow her care; 

Thus ev ry hour Brunctta is to blame, 

Becauſc th occaſion is beneath her aim. 

Think nought a trifle, tho” ic imall appear; 205 

Small ſands the mountain, moments make the year, 

And rifles life. Your care to trifles give, 

Go breakfaſt with Alicea, there you'll ſee 
Simplex munditiis to the laſt degree: 210 

M ij 
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Unlac'd her ſtays, her nightgown is unty'd, 
Ard what ſhe has of head-dreſs is aſicle: 
She drawle her words, and waddles in her pace, 
Dua aſſ. d her hands, and much beſnuff d her face; 
A nail uncut. and head uncomb'd. ſhe loves, arg 
And vd draw on jack-boors as ſoon as gloves : 
Glove by Queen Beſ-'s r.aidens might be maſs'd, 
Her bleſſed cyes ne er faw a female fiſt. 
Lovers! beware, to wound hew can ſhe fail, 
With ſcarlet finger and long jetty nail? 229 
For v the firſt wit the cannot be, 
Nor, crutl R dl the firſt toaſt for thee. 
Since ful. cach other ſtation of renown, 
Who would net be the greateſt trapes in Town ? 
V omen were made to give our eyes delight: 225 
A 1-wale floven is an odious fight. 

Fair Hahella ic fo tand of fame, 
That her dear ſe lf is her eternal theme: 
Throꝰ hapes of contradiction oft” ſhe ll ſay, 
„% A.ciinoks | hook fo wretchedly to-day 3 2230 
ver roft the world applauds you, moſt beware 
"Ts: frrnlifra bleſhng than a ſnare. 
Lit 1vft r ankind with your heart confer, 
£ v4 tread een there tu find a flatterer. 
Tor breath of others raiſe> our renown; 235 
Orr cv uv as furely blows the pagean down. 
lobe up vo mere thar you by worth can claim, 


Leu tcou you prove a bankrupt in your fame. 
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But own | muſt, in this perverted age, 

Who moſt del-rve cann't always moſt engage. 240 
So far is worth from making glory fure, 

It often hinders what it ſhuuld procure, 

Whom praiſe we moſt ? the virtuous, brave, and wiſe ? 
No; wretches whom in fecret we deſpiſe. 

And who ſo blind as not te fee the cauſe ? 245 
Ko rivals rars'd by ſuch ditcreet applauſe; 

And yet ui credit it Jays in @ ſtate, 

By which our ſpeet may wound true worth the more. 

Ladies there are who think one crime is all: 

Can women then no way but backward fall? 256 
do ſweet is that ove crime they do ut purſue, 

To pay its Joſs they chivk all others few. 

Who hold that crime ſo dear muſt never claim 

Of injur'd m/ deftly the facred name. 

Eur Clin thus © What! railing without end? 255 
© Meantatk!' howmuchmoregen*ronstocommend?”” 
Yes, to commend as you are wont todo, 

My kind inſtruer, and example too. 

Paphais,“ fays Cho © has a charming eye; 
What piry t is her ſhoulder is awry ! 260 
* afpalir's rape, indeed but then ber air— 

* Fhe man ha- parts who finds deſtruction there. 
Almeria“ wit has lomething that 's divine, 

* And wit 's en-0gh— how few in all things ſhine ? 
« Selina ſer vt her friends, relic ves the poor — 265 
* Who was it laid Sclina *s near threcicore? 
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% At Lucia's match | from my foul rejoice; 

*The world congratulates fo wiſe a choice: 

His lordſhip's rent-roll is exceeding great 

gut mortgages will ſap the beſt eſtate. 270 

© In Sherley's form might cherubims appear, 

© But then—ſhe has a freckle on her car.” 

Without a but, Hortenſia ſhe commends, 

The firſt of women, and the beſt of friends: 

Owns her in perſon, wit, fame, virtue bright; 275 

But how comes this to paſs?—ſhe dy d lait night. 
Thus nymphs commend, who yet at ſatire rail: 

Indeed that 's needleſs, if fuch praiſe prevail. 

And whence fuch praiſe ? our virulence i> thrown 

On others” fame, thro' fondneſs for our own. 20 
Of rank and riches proud, Cleora trowns, 

For are not coronets akin to crowns ? 

Her greedy eye, and her ſublime addreſs, 

The height of avarice and pride confeſs. 

You icek perfections worthy of her rank; 255 

Go, ſeck for her perfe&tions at the Bank. 

By wealth unquench'd, by reaſon uncontroll'd, 

For ever burns her ſacred thirſt of gold: 

As fond of five pence as the verieſt cit, 

And quite as mucn deteſted as a wit. 290 
Can gold calm paſſion, or make rcaſon ſhine ? 

Can we dig peace or wiſdom from. the mine? 

Wiſdom to gold prefer. for 't i much Icfs 
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With rage and wonder, in a low degree, 

Themfclves unblef(s'd. Ihe poor are only poor; 

But what arc they who droop amid their ſtore? 

Moti ing is me auer than a wretch of ſtate. 

The baypy only are the truly great. c 
Peaſants enjoy like appetites with kings, 

And thoſe beſt fatisfy'sd with cheapeſt things. 

Covid both our indices buy but one new ſenſe, 
Our er vy wa ulu be due to large expente : 304 


Since nor. thufe pon p which to the great belong, 
Are but poor arts to mark them from the throng. 


See how they beg an alms of Flattery : 

They languiſh oh, ſupport them with a lic! 
Adecent competence we fully taſte ; 

It frikes our ferife. and gives a conſtant feaſt: 310 
More we perceive by dut of thought alone: 

The rich muſt labour to pollefs their own, 

To fee} their great abundance, and requeſt 

Tacir humble friends to help them to be bleſt; 

To fee their treaſures, hear their glory told, 31g 
And aid the wretched impotence of gold. 

But ſome, great fouls! and touch d with warmth di- 
Give guid a price, and teach its beams to ſhine. [vine, * 
All hoarded treaſures they repute a load, 

Nor think their wealth their own, till well beſtow d. 
Grand reſt rvoirs of publick happineſs, 321 
Thro ſccrat ſtreams diffuſivc ly they bleſs, 
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Relieve our wants, and ſpare our bluſhes tao. 

But 3atire is my taſk, and theſe deſtroy * 

Her gloomy province and malignant joy. E 

Help me, ye Miſers! help me to complain, 

And blaſt our common enemy, G -g: LY 

But our invectives muſt deſpair ſucceſs, 

For next to praiſe ſhe values nothing leſs. = 
What picture — — 

Or is t Aſturia ! that affected dame. 

The brighteſt forms, thro' aſſectation. fade | 

To ſtrange new things, which Nature never made. 

——— — 

We hate thoſe arts that take you from our cyes. 

In Albucinda's native grace is ſeen 

What you, who labour at perfection, mean. 

Short is the rule, and to be learn d with caſe, | 

Here might | ſing of Memmia's m.inciag mien, 

And all the movements of the foft machine, 

How two red lips affected zephyrs blow, 

To cool the Bohea, and inflan.c the beau; | 

While one white finger and a thumb confpire 345 

To lift the cup, and make the world admire. 
Tea! how | tremble at thy fatal ſtream! 

As Lethe dreadful to the Love of Fame. 

What devaſtations on thy banks are ſcen! 

What ſhades of mighty names which once have been! 
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hecatomb of character ſupplies 358 
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Why painted altars' daily facrifice. 

grains of fincſt ſugars melt away, 

| Al recommend thee more to mortal taſte : 344 
n', the ſweet'ner of a female feaſt. 

| But this inhuman triumph ſhall decline, 

ies no longer ſhall ſerve under thee, 

Butreign in thy own cup, exploded tea! 360 
Eitronia's noſe declares thy ruin nigh, 

And who dares give Citronia's noſe the lie 

= The ladies long at men of drink exclaim'd, 

| And what impair'd both health and virtuc blam'd; 
length, to reſcue man, the gen'rous laſs 363 
Aglorious as the Britiſh queen renown'd, 

Who ſuck d the poiſon from her huſband's wound. 
Nor to the glaſs alone are nymphs inclin'd, 

But ev'ry bolder vice of bold mankind. 370 
O Juvenal! for thy ſcverer rage 

To nah the ranker follics of our age. 

| Are there, among the females of our iſle, 

Suck faults at which it is a fault to ſmile ? 

There are: Vice, once by modeſt Nature chain'd, 375 
And legal tics, expatiates unreſtrain'd; 


4 „ solem quis Uicere ſalſum 
| AQAsdcat t Virg; 


144 LOVE or FAME. 


Withont thin Decency held up to view, 

Naked ſhe talks o'er Jaw and gopal too. 

Our matrons lead ſuch cxamplary livcæ, 

Men ſigh in vain for none, but for their wives; 386 
Who marry to be free, to range the more, 

And wed one man to wanton with a fcore. 
Abrnad too kind, at home t is Hedfatt hate, 

And ore eternal tempeſt of debate. 

What foul eruptions from a lk moit meck! 32 
What thunder> burſting from v dimpled cheek ! 
Their paſſions bear it with a loſty haut ! 

But then their reaſon is at due command. 

Is there whom you deteft, and leck his life ? 
Truil no foul with the ſecret hut Lis wife. 390 
Wives wonder that their conduct | condemn, 

And afk what kindred is a fpoule to them ? 

What ſwarms of am'rou> grandmothers I ſec! 

And miſſ:s, ancient in iniquity ! 

What blaſting wiſpers. andwhat lond declaiming! 398 
What lying, drinking bawding. ſwearing, gaming! 
Friendſhip fo cold, fuch warm incontinence, 

Suck griping av'rice, ſuch proſuſe expenſe, 

Such dead devotion, fuch a zeal for crines, 

Such licen⸗ d ill, fuch matquerading tres, 400 
Such venal faith, ſuch milapply'd applauſe, 

Such flatrer'd guilt, and ſuch inverted laws, 

Such diffolution thro” the Whole | find, 

Lis not a wor ll, but chacs of mann, 


n 
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Since Sundays have no balls, the well-drefs'd belle 
Shines in the pew, but ſmiles to hear of hell, c 
Aud caſts an eye of ſweet diſdain on all 
Who liſten lefs to C—ns than Se. Paul. 

Atheiſts have been but rarc : fince Nature's birth, 
Till now, ſhe- Atheiſts ne er appear d on earth. 419 
Ye men of deep reſearches! ſay. whence ſprings 
This daring character in tim rous things? 

Who ſtart at feathers, from an infed fly, 

A match for nothing but the Deity 

But. not to wrong the fair, the Muſe muſt own, 415 

In this purſuit they court not Fame alone, 

But join to that a more ſubſtantial view, 

from thinking free, to be free agents too 

Is complaiſance to all the fools in Fown. [down, 
oO how they tremble at the name of prude! 42 
And die with ſhame at thought of being good ! 

For what will Artimis, the rich and gay, 

What will the wits, that is, the coxcombs, ſay ? 
They Heav'n defy, to earth's vile dregs a ſlave, 425 
Thro' cowardice moſt exccrably brave. 

Wich our own judgments durſt we to comply, 

la virtue ſhould we live, in glory die. 

Riſe then, my Muſe ! in honeſt fury riſe; 

They dread a ſatire who defy the ſkies. 430 

Atheiſts are few : moſt nymphs a Godhead own, 
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From Atheiſts far, they ſledfaſtly believe 
God is, and is aln . ichty to forgive. 
His other excellence they I not diſpute; 437 
But mercy, fure, is his chief attribute. 
Shall pleaſures of a ſhort duration chain 
A lady's foul in everlaſting pain ? 
Will the great Author us poor worms deſtroy, 
For now and then a ſip of tranſient joy ? 449 
No, he's for ever in a ſmiling mood; 
He 's like themſclves, or how could he be good ? 
And they blafpheme who blacker ſchemes ſuppoſe 
The pure! the juſt! and fer up, in his ſtead, 44g 
A deity that 's perfectly wellbred. 

Dear Tn! be ture the beſt of men; 
«© Nor thought he more than thought great Origen. 
Tho once upon a time he miſbehav d, 
« Poor Satan ! doubtleſs he ll at length be ſav d. 450 
Let prieſts do ſomethinꝑ for their one in ten; 
<« [t is their trade; fo far they re honeſt men. 
« Let them cant on, fince they have got the knack, 
* And dreſs their notions, like themſelves, in black; 
© Fright us with tercours of a world unknown, 455 
From joys of this, to keep them all their own. 
« Of earth's fair fruits, indeed, they claim a fee; 
* But then they leave our untith d virtue free. 
« Virtne's a pretty thing to make a ſhow ; 
« Did ever mortal write like Rochefoucault?“ 460 
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And, pleading, ſafely enters on his liſt. 
Let ange h ſorme ange lick truchs maintain, 
Nature disjoins the beauteous and 
For what 's true beauty but fair Virtue's face? 463 
Virtue mace viſible in outward grace? 
She, then that 's haunted with an impious mind, 
Themore ſhe charms, the more ſhe ſhocks mankind. 
But charms decline: the fair long vigils keep: 
They fleepno more! Quadrille * has murder d Sleep. 
* Poor K—p! cries Livia; [have not been there 475 
* Theſe two nights: the poor creature will deſpair. 
„ hate a crowd---but to do good, you knoõ 
And people of condition ſhould beſtow.” 
Convinc'd, o'ercome, to K 's grave matrons run, 
Now ſet a daughter, and now ſtake a lon; 476 
Let health, fame. temper, beauty fortune, fly, 
Immortal were we, or elſe mortal quite, 
Llefs ſhould blame this criminal delight; 480 
But ſince the gay aſſembly's gayeſt room 
Is but an upper ſtory to ſome tomb, 
Methinks we need not our ſhort beings fhun, 
And, thought to fly, contend to be undone. 
We need not buy our ruin with our crime, atg 
And give eternity to murder time. 


* Shakeſpeare. 
Ny 
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The love of gaming is the worſt of ills; 
With cealc!cls ſtorms the blacken'd foul it fills; 
Inveighs at Heav'n, negleRts the ties of blood, 
Deſtroys the por and will of doing good; 490 
Kills health, pawns honour, plunges in diſgrace, 
And, what is ſtill more ercadful——ſpoik your face. 
See yonder ſet of thieves that live on foil, 
The ſcandal and the ruin of our ifle ! 
And ſce, (ſtrange fight!) amid that ruffian band, 495 
A form divine high wave her ſnowy hand, 
That rattles loud a ſmall enchanted box, 
Which, loud as thunder, on the board ſhe knocks : 
And as fierce ſtorms, which earth's foundation ſhook, 
From Nolus e cave impetuous broke, 5co 
From this ſmall cavern a mix'd tempeſt flies, 
Fear. rage, convulſion, tears, oaths, blaſphemies! 
For men, | mean,---the fair diſcharges none; 
She (guiltlefs creature!) ſwears to Heav'n alone. 
Sec her eyes ſtart! cheeks glow ! and muſcles ſwell! 
Like the mad maid in the Cumean cell. 506 
Thus that di vine one her foft nights employs! 
Thus tunes her foul to tender nuptial joys! 
And when the cruel morning calls to bed, 
And on her pillow lays her akeing head, 10 
—— — 
Imaginary ruins charm her ſtill: 
Her happy lord s cuckolded by Spadil; 
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And if ſhe 's brought to bed, it is ten to one 414 
He marks the fore head of her darling fon. 
O ſcene of horrouur and of wild deſpair! 
Why is the rich A\rrides' ſplendid heir 
Conſtraiu d to quit his aacient lordly ſeat, 


And hide his glories in a mean retreat? 320 
Why that dran fword? and hence that diſmal cry? 
Why pale diſtraction thro' the family ? 

See my lord threaten, and my lacy weep, 

And tremblit. a fervants from the tempeſt creep. 
Why that gav fon to diſtant regions feat ? 524 


What fiends that daughter's deitia'd match prevent? 
Why the whole houſe in tudden rum laid? 
O nothing, bur laſt night-—my lady play d. 

But wanders not my Satire from hcr theme ? 
bs this, too, owing to the Love of Fame ? 330 
Tho' now your hearts on lucre arc beſtow d, 
"Twas firſt a vain devotion to the mode. 
Nor ceaſe we hear, fince 't is a vice fo firong, 
The torrent ſweeps all worankind along. 
This may be fand, in honour of cur times, 235 
That noue now ſtand diſt inguiſh d by their crimes. 

If fin you muſt, take Nature for your guide ; 
| Love has fome toft excuſe to ſoath your pride. 
Ye fair apoitates from Love's ancient por! | 
Can nothing raviſh but a golden ſhow'r ? 549 
Can cards alone your glowing fancy feize ? 
Muſt Copid learn to punt cre he can pleaſe? 

Ni 
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When you re enamour'd of a lift or caſt, 

What can the preacher more to make us chaſte ? 
Why muſt ftrong youths unmarry'd pine away; 545 
They find no woman diſengag'd---from play. 
Why pine the marry'd?---O ſeverer fate! 

They find from play no diſengag'd-—eſtate. 
Flavia, at lovers falſe, untouch d, and hard, 

Turns pale and trembles at a cruel card. 550 
Nor Arri«'s Bible can ſecure her age; 

Her threeſcore years are ſhuffling with her page, 
While Death flands by but till the game is done, 
To ſweep that ſtake, in juſtice long his on: 


Like old cards ting d with fulphur ſhe takes fire, 555 


Or like ſnuſfe ſunk in ſockets blazes higher. 
Ye Gods! with new delights inſpire the fair, 
Or give vs ſons, and fave us from deſpair. 
Sons, brothers, fathers, huſbands, tradeſmen, cloſe 
In my complaint, and brand your ſins in proſe: 360 
Vet I believe as firmly as my creed, 
In ſpite of all our wiſdom, you Il proceed. 
Our pride fo great, our paſhon is fo ſlrong, 
Advice to right confirms us in the wrong. 
I hear you cry, This fellow 's very odd. 56s 
When you chaſtiſe who would not kifs the rod? 
But Ive a charm: your anger ſhall control, 
And turn your eyes with coldnefs on the vole. 
The charm begins! To yonder flood of light, 
That burſts o'er gloomy Britain, turn your ſi ght. 550 
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What guardian pow'r o'erwhelms your ſouls with 

Her deeds are precepts, her example law; ſawe? 

'"Midfit empires charms how Carolina's heart 

Glows with the love of virtue and of act! 

Her favour is diffus'd to that degree, 575 

Exceſs of goodneſs ! it has dawn'd on me. 

When in my page, to balance num'rous faults, 

Or godlike deeds were ſhown, or gen'rous thoughts, 

She ſmil'd, induſtrious co be pleas'd, nor knew 

From whom my pen the borrow'd luſtre drew. 530 
Thus the majeſtick mother of mankind *, 

On the green margin innocently ſtood, 

And gaz'd indulgent on the cryſtal flood; 

Survey d the ſtranger in the painted wave, 

And, ſmiling, prais'dthe beauties which ſhe gave. 386 


End of Satire Sixth. 
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TO THE RIGHT HOW. SIK KOBERT WALPOLE, 
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Ox this laſt labour, this my cloſing firain, 

Smile, Walpole! or the Nine infpire in vaiu : 

To thee 'tis due; that verſe how juſtly thine, 
Where Brunſwick's glory crowns the whole deſign ? 
That glory which thy counſels make fo bright; 3 
That glory which on thee reflects a light. 
Illuſtrious commerce, and but rarely known! 

To give and take a luſtre {rom the throne. 

Nor think that thou art fort ign to my theme; 
The fountain is not foreign to the ſtrtam. 10 
How all mankind will be ſurpris'd to tce 
This flood of Britiſh folly charg'd on thze ! 

Say, Britain! whence this caprice of thy ſons, 
Which thro' their various ranks with fury runs? 
The cauſe is plain, a cauſe which we mutt Elefs, 13 
For Caprice is the daughter ot Succeſs, 

(A bad eſſect but from a pleaſing cauſe!) 

And gives cur rulers undeſign d applauſe, 

Tells how their conduct bids our wealth increaſe, 
And lulls us in the downy lap of Peace. 20 


Carmina tum melius, cum vencrit Ipic, cane mus. VIRG. 
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While I ſurvey the ble ſings of our iſle, 
Her publick wound» bound up, her credit high, 
Her commerce ſpreading ſails in ev ry ſky, 
The pleaſing ſcene recalls my theme agen, 25 
And ſhows the nadneſs of ambitious men, 
1 Who, fond of bloodſhed, draw the murd'ring ſword, 
And burn to give mankind a finyle lord. 
The ſollie · paſt are of a private kind; 
| Their ſphere is {mall, their miſchiet is confin'd; 30 


But darin men there are (awake, my Muſe ! 

And raiſe thy verſe!) who boider frenzy chuſe ; 

Who, ftuny by glory, rave, and bouud away, 

The world their field, and humankind their prey. 
The Grecian chicf, th' enthuſiaſt of his pride, 35 
With Rage and Ferrour talking by his fide, 

| Raves round the globe; he ſoars into a god! 

Stand faſt, Olympus! aud ſuſtain his nod. 

The peſt divive in horrid grandeur reigns, 

And thrives on mankind's miſeries and pains. 40 

What ſlaughter'd hoſts! what cities in a blaze! 

What waſted countries! and what crimſon feas! 

With orphans' tears his impious bowl o'erflows, 

And cries cf kingdoms lull him to repoſe. 

The boiſt'rous boy, and blaſt his guilty bays ? 

Or famine or volcano ? they perform 
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Their mighty deeds; they, hero-like, can ſlay, 
And ſpread their ample deſerts in a day. 50 
O great alliance ! O divine renown ! 
With dearth and peſtilence to ſhare the crown. 
When men extol a wild deſtrover's name, 
Earth's Builder and Preferver they blatpheme. 
One to deſtroy is murder by the law, 55 
And gibbets keep the hfr-il hand in awe ; 
To murder thouſands takes a fpecrous name, 
War's glorious art, and gives immortal fame. 
When after battle I the field have fecn 
Spread o er with ghaſtly ſhapes which once were men, 
A nation cruſh d. a nation of the brave ! - 01 
A realm of death! and on this fide the grave! 
Are there, faid I, who from this ſad ſurvey, 
This human chaos, carry ſmiles away? 
How did my heart with indignation riſe 65 
How honeſt Nature ſwell'd into my eyes! 
How was I ſhock'd to thiak the hero's trade 
Of ſuch materials, fame aad triumph, made ! 
How guilty theſe ? yet nat leſs guilty they 
Who reach falſe glt ry by a ſmoother way; 70 
Who wrap deſtruction up in gentle words, 
And bow: and ſmiles, more fatal than their ſwords ; 
Who ſtifle nature, and ſubſiſt on art; 
Who coin the face, and petrify the heart ; 
All real kindnefs for the ſhew diſcard, 75 
As marble poliſu' d, and as marble hard; 
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Who do for gold what Chriſtians do thro” grace, 
Wich open arms their enemies embrace; 

Who give a nod when broken hearts repine, 

* The thinneſt food on which a wretch can dine: 
Or if they ſerve you, ſerve you diſinc lin d, 8s 
And in their height of kindocks are unkind. 
Walpole | when men forget to copy thee. 

Here ceaſe, my Muſe ! the catalogue is writ, Tg 
Nor one more candidate for fame admit, 

Tho' diſappointed thouſands juſtly blame 

Thy partial pen. and boaſt an equal claim : 

Be this their comfort, fouls, omitted here, 

May furm laughter for another year. go 
Then let Criſpino, who was ne'er refus'd 

The juſtice yet of being well abus d. 

With patience wait, and be content to reign 

The pink of puppies in ſome future train. 

Some future train, in which the Muſe ſhall tellyg 
How ſcience dwindles, and how volumes (well. 
How commentators each dark paſſage ſhun, 
And hold the ir farthing candle to the fon. 

How tortur'd texts to ſpeak our ſenſe are made, 
And ev'ry vice is to the Scripture laid. 100 
How miſers ſqueeze a young vcluptuous peer, 

His fins to Lucifer not half fo dear. 
How verſes is lefs qualify'd to ſteal 
With ſword and piſtol, than with wax and ſeal. 
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How lawyers” fees to ſuch exceſs are run, 10g 
That clients are redrefs'd till they re undone. | 
How one man's anguiſh is another's ſport, 
And ev'n denials coſt us dear at court. 
How man eternally falſe judgments makes, 
And all his joys and forrows are miſtakes. 110 
This ſwarm of themes that ſettles on my pen, 
Which I, like ſummer flies. ſhake off agen, 
Let others ſing. to whom my weak eſſay 
But ſounds a prelude, and points out their prey: 
That duty done, | haſten to complete ns 
My own deſign, for Tonſonꝰs at the gate. 
The Love of Fame in its effect: ſur vey d. 
The Muſe has ſung, be now the cauſe diſplay d: 
Since fo diffuſive, and fo wide its ſway, 
What is this pow r whom all mankind obey? 120 
Shot from above, by Heav'n's indulgence, came 
This gen'rous ardour, this uncouquer'd flame, 
To warm, to raife, to deify mankind, 
Still burning brighteſt in the nobleſt mind. 
By large-fouP'd men. for thirſt of fame renown'd, r25 


Wiſe laws were fram d, and facred arts were found; 


Deſire of praiſe firſt broke the patriot's reſt, 
And made a bulwark of the warriour's breaſt ; 
It bids Argyle ia fickis and ſenates ſhine : 
What more can prove its origin divine ? 130 
But, oh! this paſſion planted in the ſoul, 
On eagle's wings to mount her to the pole, 
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The flaming miniſter of virtue meant, 

bet up falſe gods, and wrong d her high deſcent. 
Ambition, hence, exerts a doubtful force, 134 
Of blots and beauries an alternate fource ; 

Hence Gildon rails, that raven of the pit, 

Who thrives upon the carcaſſes of Wit, 

And in art-loving Scarborough is ſeen 

How kind a pattern Pollio might have been. 140 
Purſuit of fame with pedants fills our ſchools, 

And into coxcombs burniſhes our fools, 

Purſuic of fame makes folid learning bright, 

And Newton lifts above a mortal height ; 

That key of Nature, by whoſe wit ſhe clears 145 
Her long, long ſecrets of five thouſand years. 
Would you then fully comprehend the whole, 
Why, and in what degrees, Pride ſways the foul ? 
(For tho' in all, not equally, ſhe reigns) 

| Awake to knowledge, and attend my ftrains. 250 
Ye Doctors] hear the doctrine | diſcloſe, 

As true as if t were writ in dulleſt proſe; 

A if a letter d dunce had faid, ** "Tis right, 

And imprimatur uſher'd it to light. 
Ambition, in the truly noblt ind, 
With fiſter Virtue is for ever join d 
As in fam'd Lucrece, who, with equal dread, 

From guilt and ſhame by her laſt conduct fled : 

Her virtue long rebeli'd in firm diſdain, 

And the ſword pointed at her heart in vain; 160 
Vlume III. 0 
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But when the ſla ve was threaten d to be laid 
Dead by her fide, her Love of Fame obey d. 
In meaner minds Ambition works alone, 
But with ſuch art puts Virtue's aſpect on, 
That not more like in feature and in mien, 165 
The god * and mortal inthe comick ſcene. 
Falſe Julius, ambuſh'd in this fair diſguiſe, 
No maſk in baſeſt minds Ambition wears, 
But in full light pricks up her aſe's ears: 170 
All I have ſung are inſtances of this, 
And prove my theme unfolded not amiſs. 
Ye Vain ! deſiſt from your erroncous ftrife ; 
Be wiſe, and quit the falſe ſublime of life. 
The true ambition there alone reſides, 175 


Our purpaſe good. as our achievement great; 
Where glory is our motive, not our end. 180 
Wouldf thou be fam d? have thoſe highdeeds iaview: 
Brave men would act, tho ſcandal ſhould enſue. 
Behold a prince! whom no ſwoln thoughts inflame, 
No pride of thranes, no fever after fame; 
But when the welfare of mankind inſpires, 183 
And death in view to dear-bought glory fires, 
Proud conqueſts then, then regal pomps delight 
Then crowns, then triumphs, ſparkle in his ſight; 
„ Amphitryon, 
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rumult and noiſe are dear, which with them bring 

His people's bicflings to their ardent king; 190 

But when thoſe great heroick motives ceaſe, 

His ſwelling ſoul ſubſides to native peace; 

From tedious Grandevr's faded charms withdraws, 
A fudden foe to ſplendour and applauſe; 

Greatly deferring his arrears of tame, 195 
Till men and angels jointly ſhout his name. 

O pride celeſtial! which can pride difdain; 

O bleſe d ambition! which can ne'ecr be vain. 

From one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the ſky, 
In whoſe deep womb unfathom'd waters lie, 200 
Here burſt the Rhone and founding Po, there ſhine, 
In infant rills, che Danube and the Rhine; 

From the rich ſtore one fruitful urn ſupplies, 
Whole kingdums ſmile, a thouſand harveſts riſe. 

In Brunſwick ſuch a ſource the Muſe adores, 2c 5 
Which publick bleflin gs thro” half Europe pours. 
When his heart burns with ſuch a godlike aim, 
Angels and George are rivals for the fame; 

George ! who in foes can ſoft affect ions raiſe, 
And charm euvcnom'd ſatire into praiſe. 210 
Nor human rage alone his pow'r perceives, 

But the mad winds, and the tumultuous waves. 
Ev'n ſtorms (Death's ſierceſt miniſters!) forbear, 
And in their own wild empire learn to ſpare. 

* The King in danger by fea. 
oy 
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Thus Nature's felf, ſupporting man's decree, 215 

Styles Britain's ſov'reign Sov' reign of the ſea. 
While ſea and air, great Brunſwick! ſhook our ſtate, 

And ſported with a king's and kiagdom's fate, 

Depriv'd of what ſhe lov'd, and prefs'd with fear 

Of ever lofing what ſhe held moſt dear, 220 

How did Britannia like Achilles *, weep, 

And tell her forrows to the kindred deep? 

Hang o'er the floods, and, in devotion warm, 

Strive for thee with the ſurge, and fight the ſtorm ! 
What felt thy Walpole, pilot of the realm? 223 

Our Palinurus + flept not at the helm; 

His eye ne'er clos d, long fince enur'd to wake, 

And outwatch ev'ry ſtar, for Brunſwick's fake : 

By thwarting paſſions toſe d, by cares oppreſo d, 

He found the tempeſt pictur d in his breaſt: 230 

But now, what joys that gloom of heart diſpel, 

No pow'rs of language but his own, can tell; 

His own, which Nature and the Graces form, 

At will to raiſe or huſh the Civil form. 234 

* Hom. I. lib. l. 

+ Ecce Deus tamum Lethev rore madentem, &c. Virg lib. v. 


End of the Satires. 
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w—Gives apflarſe to B——e, or to me. ] Blackmore 
(Sir Richard. ) 

—Chburchmen Scripture for the Claſſichs quit ;,— Polite 
afeſtates from God's grace to wit.) N. J. Virgil, Ho- 
race, Terence, Cattullus, I ibullus, Propertius, Mani- 
hus, Lucretius, Lorgmus, Ciccronis opera, Cæſaris 
Comment. iomer, c. were publiſhed by BiſhopHare, 
Dr. Bentley, Dr Davis, Dr. Clarke, Dr. Pearce, Oc. 

S———e"s bumour.] Stecle Su Richard.) 

If at bi. title T— bad dropt bis quill, &c.] Dr. Trapp, 
when Praſeſſot of Poetry in the Univerſity of Oxford, 
wrete Preledtiones Pectice, Poctical Lectures, which 
were delervedly eſteemed; but upon his blank verſe 
verſion of Virgil, vol. I. Dr. Evans of St. John's col- 
lege, Oxon, ſent the following diſtich: 

Read the commandments, Trapp tranſlate nofurtber ;--= 

For there li written, T hon foalt do no murder. 

A is depos'd, and {5 with pump reflor'd.)} This alludes 
to Mr. l heobald's publication of a book, entitled, 
Shakeſpeare Reſlur d, in oppoſition to Mr. Pope's 
edition of that author. 

C———9os be Ii antes Chandos (Duke of.) 

—b—l—t:, thy taſle is not ſo true.) Buclington 
(Earl ol.) O ij 


162 ur, Wc. 


Not f — f Parian charm: las la. 
Nor is gond = f 44. more in love with flone.] Sir An- 
drew Fountaine, and the late Earl of Pembroke, both 
great admirers of antique ſtatues. 

Putoff at night with Lady B—': hair.) The venerable 
gray-headed Counteſs of Briſtol. 

Fewer grave lord. to $S—— pe diſerectly bend. Me. 
Scroope, a great money-lender. 


SATIRE 11. 


Paul Diack, who gave name to a tulip, was an ho- 
neſt, taping, old citizen of London, and a great ſtock» 
jobber. 

— F——s turd upholfierer, &c. ] Tonſon (Jacob) 
fitted up many libraries of gilt books for South-ſca 
coxcombs, 1720. 

—— Leaves to 0———.] Orrery (Charles of.) 

D——,] Dorſet (Earl of), the poet's patron. 

Mifs D—— tottering.) Mils Duncomb. 

che Stagirite. ] Ariſtotle. 
hope, Earl of Cheſterficld. —Dcloraine (Lord.) 


SATIRE III. 


Well, H——-r, 4 thou thy maſler ſerve. Heiddeg- 
ger, director of the maſquerades. 
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ir C— mourns, &c.] Anthony Collins, Eſq. 
founder of the ſect of Freethinkers 

C——, who mates ſo merry with the Creed ] The 
fame A. Collins. 

Arb——— i a foal, and F—— a ſage —S———ey 
will fright you, E—=— engage.) Ur. Arbuthnot, Da» 
nicl de Fox, Sir Charles Ay. 

S—— ts the worſl of friends . | Suſſex. 

DB ——y is fair.) Duchcls of Queenſberry. 

$—— the foreſt tryman of bis time.) Sloan (Sir 
Huns. ) abuding to his Muſeum. 

bu F——>. | Lady Jerley. 

B——-le jhines in council, Mot in the fight :=—= 
P—1—m's magnificcat, but J—— can write.) Boyle 
(Charles) Earl of Orrery. Mordaunt (Charles) Earl 
of Pcrerboruugh. Pelham, Duke of Newcaille. Johan 
Dennis. 
with zeal, a patron, and a friend? 11 true wit 
is fludious ta reflore '— And Y foniles, if Phebus 

fmil'd b-fore — P———te, in years. the lang- d arts 
| admires, — And Henrietta lite a duc in ſpires.] Harcourt 
(Lord Chancellor.) Argyle (Duke of.) Dorſet (Duke 
of) Thomas Pembroke (lute Earl of ) Lady Henri- 
etta-Cavendiſu - Holles Harley. Characterof Auguſtus, 
in the concluſion, applied tohislate Majeſty (George l.) 
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Saarn. 
Foubert bas the forming of the fair.) Major Foubert, 


riding-maſter. 

Sir H-———,] Sir Hans Sloans, M. D. 

The fair philoſopher to Rowley flies. | The late Mr. 
Rowley, an eminent mathematical initrument maker, 


— ——_— 


w—Fi' 


(Ladies.) 
..] Collins (Anthony, Eſq.) 
T—i—z.] Archbiſhop Tillotſon's and Dr. Bur- 
net's doctrine of the non-eternity of hell torments. 
&K——p.] Mrs. Kemp, keeper cf au aſſemblee. 
Carolina's heart, &c.] Acknowledgment of the late 
Queen's favours to the Author. 
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EPISTLES TO MR. POPE, 


CONCERNING VHE 
AUFHORS OF THE AGE. 
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EPISTLE I. 


Wanner you at Twick'nham plan the future wood, 
Or turn the volumes of the wiſe and good, 
Our {-nate meets; at parties parties bawl, 
And pamphlets ſtun the ftrects and load the ſtall : 
go ruſhing ti1es bring things obſcene to light, 5 
| Foul wrecks emerge, and dead dogs ſwim in fight ; 
The Civil torrent foams, the tumult reigns, 
And Codrus' proſe works up, and Lico's ſtrains. 
Lo! what from cellars riſe, what ruſh from high, 
Where Speculation rooſted near the ſky; 10 
Letters, eſſays, ſock. buſkin, ſatire, ſong, 

And all the garret thunders on the throng ! 
O Pope! l bur; nor can nor will refrain; 
I'll write, let others in their turn complain. 
Fruce, truce, ye Vandals! my tormented car Is 
Leſs dreads a pillory than pamphleteer: 
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I've heard myſelf to death, and, plagu'd each hour, 
Sha nt I return the vengeance in my pow'r? 

For who can write the true abſurd like me? 

Thy pardon, Codrus who, | mean, but thee? 20 

Pope ! if like mine or Cod ru were thy flyle, 

The blood of vipers had nat ſtain d thy file; 

Merit lefs folid lefs deſpite had bree; 

They had not bit, and then they had not bled. 
Fame is a publick miſtreſs none enjoys, 25 
Bur, more ar leis, his rival's peace dcLroys; 

With feme, in juſt proportion. er.vy grows; 

The man that wakes a charzcter rakes foes : 

Slighe pecviih infects round a genius riſe, 

As a bright day awakes the world ot flies; 30 
With hearty malice, but with feeble wing, 

(To ſhew they live) they fintter, and they ſting ; 
But as by depredat ion waſps proclaim 

The faircft fruit, fo theſe the faircit fame. 

Shall we not cenſure all the motley train, 35 
Whether with ale irriguou- or cham paign? 
Whether they tread the vale of proc. or climb, 
And whet their apperites on cliffs uf chyme; 

The college floven, or cr broicer'sd ſpark ; 

The purple prelate, or the parrih-clerk ; 40 
The quiet quidnunct, or demanding prig ; 

The plaintiff Tory, or deſcndant Whig; 

Rich, poor, male, female, young, old, gay, or ſad; 
Whether extremely witty, or quite mad: 
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Proſoundly dull, or ſhallo ly polite; 45 
Men that read well, or men that only write; 
Whether peers, porters, tailors, tune the reeds, 
And meaſuring words to meaſuring ſhapes ſucceeds; 
For bankrupts write when ruin'd ſhops are ſhut, 
As magguts craw] from out a periſh'd nut: 50 
And, wanting ſenſe for tradeſmen, ſerve for wits. 
By thriving men ſubſiſts each other trade; 
Ot ev ry broken craft a writer 's made : 
Thus his material, paper, takes its birth 34 
From tatter d rags of all the ftuff on earth. 

Hail, fruitful ifle! to thee alone belong 
Millions of wits, and brokers in old ſong; 
Thee well a Land of Liberty we name, 
Where all are free to ſcandal and to ſhame; 60 
Thy fons, by print, may ſet their hearts at caſe, 
And be mankind's contempt whene'er they pleaſe; 
ls unperceiv'd, but when it give» oſſence: 
Their heavy proſe our injur d reaſon tires; 65 
Their verſe immoral kindles looſe defire : 
Our age they puzzle, and corrupt our prime, 

What glorious motives urge our authors on 
Thus to undo, and thus to be undone ? 70 
One loſes his eſtate, and down he fits, 
To ſhew (in vain) he ill retains his wits : 


Another marries, and his dear proves been: 

He writes, as an hypnotick for the ſpleen : 

Some write, confin'd by phyſick ; ſome by debt; 75 
Some for 't is Sunday ; fome becauſe 't is wet : 
Thro' private pique fome do the publick right, 

And love their king and country out of ſpight: 
And proves himſclf a baſtard by his wit. 80 
Has Lico learning, humour thought profound ? 
Neither: why write then? he wants twenty pound: 

His belly, not his brains, this impulſe give; 

He 'll grow immortal, for he cannot live: 

He rubs his awful front, and takes his ream, v5; 
With no proviſion made, but of his theme : 


Perhaps a title has his fancy Tmit, 

Or a quaint motto, which he thinks has wit : 

He writes, in inſpiration puts his truſt, 

Tho' wrong histhoughts, the gods will makethem juſt: 
Genius directly from the gods deſcends, 91 


And who by labour would diſtruſt his friends? 

Thus having reaſon d with conſummate ſkill, 

In immortality he dips his quill; 

And, fince blank paper is deny d the preſs, 95 

He mingles the whole alphabet by gueſs; 

In various fets, which various words compoſe, 

Of which he hopes mankind the meaning knows. 
So ſounds ſpontancous from the Sybil broke, 

Dark to herſelf the wonders which ſhe ſpoke; Ice 


———— 
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The prieſts found out the meaning if they cou d, 
And nations ſtar d at what none underitood. 

Clodio drefs'd, danc d, drank, viſited, (the whole 
And great concern of an immortal foul!) 
Oft” have I ſaid, © Awake! exiſt! and ftrive 105 
For birth ! nor think to loiter is to live!” 
As oft” | overheard the demon fay, 
Who daily met the loit'rer in his way, ſplies, 
10 mect thee, Youth! at White's.” The youth re- 
« ['l] meet thee there. and falls his ſacrifice: 110 
His fortune ſquander d caves his virtue bare 
Toev'ry bribe, and blind to ev ry ſnare. 
Clodio for bread his indulence muſt quit, 
Or turn a ſoldier, or commence a wit. 
Such heroes have we ! all but life they ſtake; 11 
How muſt 5pain tremble, and the German ſhake ? 
Such writers have we! all but ſenſe they print; 
Ev'n George's praiſe is dated from the Mint. 


In arms contemptible, in arts profane, 
Such ſwords, ſuch pens, diſgrace a monarch's reign. 
Reform your lives before you thus aſpire, 121 


And ſteal (for you can fteal) celeſt ial fire. 
O the juſt contraſt ! O the beanteous ftrife! 

"T wixt their cool writings and Pindarick life : 

They write with phlegm, but then they live with fire; 

The cheat the lenier. and the ir works the buyer. 120 
I reverence mi fortune, not deride; 

I pity poverty, but laugh at pride ; 
Volume III. 
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For who fo fad but muſt ſome mirth confeſs 

At gay Caftruchio's miſcellaneous dreſs ? 130 
Tho there 's but one of the dull works he wrote, 
There 's ten editions of his old lac'd coat. 

Theſe, Nature's commoners, who want a home, 
Claim the wide world ſur their majeſtick dome; 
They make a private ſtudy of the ſtreet, 135 
And. looking full on ev'ry man they meet. 

Run ſour againſt his chaps, who ſtands amaz'd 

To find they did not fee, but only gaz'd. 

How muſt theſc bards be rapt into the ſkies ? 

Lou need not read, you feel their ecſtaſics. 140 

Will they perſiſt ? t is madneſs. Lintot, run, 
See them conſin d. O, that 's already done.” 

Moſt, as by leaſes, by the works they print, 

Have took, for life, poſſe ſſion of the Mint. 

If you miſtake, and piry theſe poor men, 
Eff Ulubris, they cry, and write agen. 
And then pronounce juſt judges learning's foes. 

O frail concluſion! the reverſe is true; 

If foes to learning, they d be friends to you: 150 
Treat them, ye Judges! with an honeſt ſcorn, 

And weed the cockle from the gen'rous corn: 
There 's true goodnature in your diſreſpect ; 

In juſtice to the good, the bad neglect: 

For immortality if hardſhips plcad, 55 
It is not theirs who write, but ours who read. 
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But, O! what wiſdom can convince a fool 
But that 'tis dulneſs to conceive him dull? 
Tis tad experience takes the cenfor's part, 
Conviction not from reaſon, but from ſmart. 160 

A virgia author, recent from the preſs, 

The ſheets yet wet, applauds his great ſucceſs ; 
Surveys them, reads them, takes their charms to bed, 
Thoſe in his hand, and glory in his head, 

"Tis joy too great; a fever of delight! 163 
His heart beats thick, nor cloſc his eyes all night ; 
But riling the vext morn to claſp hi-. me, 

He finds that without fleepiny he could dream. 

$9 ſparks. they fay, take gudd: ſſes to bed, 

And find next day the devil in their ttcad. 170 

In vain advertiſements the Fown v'crſpread ; 
They're epitaphs, and fay the work is dead. 

Who prefs for fame but {mall recruits will raiſe ; 
"is volunteers alone can give the bays. 

A ſamous author viſits a great man, 175 
Of his immortal work diſplays the plan, 

And ſays, Sir, I'm your friend ; all fear diſmiſs; 

** Your glory and my own ſhall live by this; 

* Your po r is ſix d, your fame thro” time convey'd, 

And Britain Europe's queen If | am paid. 1t0 

A ſtateſman has his anſwer in a trice; 

* Sir, ſuch a genius is beyond all price ; 

What man can pay for this?” —— Away he turns, 

His work is folded, and his boſom burns: 
Pi 
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His patron he will patronize no more, 1; 


But ruſhes like a tempeſt out of door. 

Loſt is the patriot, and extin& his uame ! 

Out comes the piece, another, and the ſame ; 

For X, his mayick pen evokes an O, 

And turns the tice of Europe on the foe : 199 

He rams his quill with ſcandal and wit! fcoff, 

But t is fo very foul it won't go off: 

Dreadtul kis thunders, while unprinted roar, 

But when once publi{h'd they are heard no more. 

Thus diſtavt bugbears fright, but nearer draw, 195 

The block 's a block, and turns to mirth your awe. 
Can theſe oblige whoſe heads and hearts are ſuch! 

No; ev'ry party 's tainted by their touch. 

Infected perſons fly each publick place, 


And none, or enemies alone embrace: 2c0 


To the foul fiend their ev'ry paſſion's ſold; 

They love and hate, extempore, for gold. 

What image of their fury can we form ? 

Dulncf+ aud rage, a puddle in a ſtern. 

Reſt they in peace ? If you are pleas'd to buy, cg 

To fwell your fails, bke Lapland winds they fly. 

Write they with rage? the tempeſt quickly flags; 

A ſtate Ulyffes tames em with his bags: 

Let him be what ke will, Turk, Pagan, Jew, 

For Chriſtian miniiters of ſtate are few. 210 
Behind the curtain lurks the fountain- head 


That pours his politicks thro' pipes of lead, 
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EPISTLES. 273 
Which far and near ejaculate and ſpout, 
O'er tea and coffee, poiſon to the rout; 
But when they have beſpatter d all they may, 213 
The ſlateſman throws his filchy ſquirts away 
Wich golden forceps theſe another takes, 
And Rtate-chixirs of the vipers makes. 
The richeſt ſtateſman wants wherewith to pay 
A ſer vile ſycophant, if well they weigh 220 
How much it coſts the wretch to be fo bafez 
Nor can the greatcit pow'rs enough dilgrace, 
Enough chaſtiſe, ſuch proſtitute applauie, 
If well they weigh how much it ſtains their cauſe. 
But are our writers ever in the wrong ? 225 
Does virtue ne er ſeduce the venal tongue ? 
Yes; if well-brib'd, for virtue-ſelf they fight, 
Still in the wrong, tho' champions for the right : 
Whoe'er their crimes for int'reſt only quit, 
Sin on in virtue, and good deeds commit. 230 
Nought but inconſtancy Britannia meets, 
And broken faith in their abaudon'd ſheets. 
From the ſame hand how various is the page ? 
What Civil war their brother pampulets wage ? 
Tracts, battle tracts, felſ{-contradictions glare; 235 
Say, is this lunacy —1 with it were. 
If fuch our writers, ſtartled at the fight, | 
Felons may blcfs their ſtars they cannot write! 
How juſtly Proteus' tranſmigrations fit 
The monſtrous changes of a modern wit ? 240 
P uy 
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Now ſuch a gentle ſtream of eloquence, 

As ſeldom riſes to the verge of ſenſe ; 

Now, by mad rage, transform'd into a flame, 

Which yer fit engines, well apply'd, can tame ; 

Now, on immodæxſt traſh, the ſwine obſcene 245 

Invites the own to ſup at Drury-lane ; 

A dreadful lion, now he roars at pow'r, 

Which fends him to his brothers at the Tow'r; | 

He 's now a ſerpent. and his double tongue, | 

Salutes, nay licks, the fect of thoſe he flung. 230 

What note can bind him, his evaſion ſuch ? 

One knot he well deſerves which might do much. 
he flood, flame, ſwine, the lion, and the ſnake, 

I hofe fivefold monfters modern authors make. 

The ſnake reigns moſt; ſaakes, Pliny ſays, are bred 

When the brain's periſh'd in a human head. 256 

Ye grov' ling, trodden, whipt, ſtript, turncoatthings, 

Made up of venom, volumes, ſtains, and ſtings! 

Thrown from the tree of Knowledge, like you, curs'd 

To ſcribble in the duft. was ſnake the firſt. 260 
What if the figure ſhould in fa prove true? 

It did in Elkenah. why not in you? 

Poor Elkenah, all other changes paſt, 

For bread in Smithficld dragons hiſe'd at laſt, 

Spit ſtreams of fire to make the hutchers gape, 265 

And found his maneers fuited to his ſhape. 

Such is rhe fate of talents mifappiy'sd; 

vo liv d your prototype, and fu he dy d. 
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EPISTLES. 175 

Th' abandon'd manners of. our writing train 
May tempt mankind to think religion vain; 270 
But in their fate, their habit, and their mien, 
That gods there are is eminently ſeen : 

Heav'a ſtands abſolv d by vengeance on their pen, 
And marks the murderers of fame from men: 
Thro' me ager jawsthey draw their venal breath, 275 
As ghaſtly as their brothers in Macbeth : 
Their feet thro? faithleſs leather meet the dirt, 
And ofi'ner chung d their principles than ſhirt: 
The trauſient veſtments of theſe frugal men 
Haien to paper for our mirth agen: 2to 
Too foon (O merry melancholy fate!) 

They beg in rhyme, and warblt thro” a grate: 
The man lampoon'd forgets it at the fight; 

The friend thro” pity gives, the foc thro” ſpight; 
And tho' full confcious of his injur'd purſe, 285 
Lintot rel nts, nor Curll can wiſh them worſe. 
So fare the men who writers dare commence 
Without their patent, probity, and ſenſe. 

From theſ- their politicks our quidnuncks ſcek, 
And Saturday 's the learning of the weck: 290 
Theſc lab'ring wits, like paviers, mend our ways 
Wich heavy, huge, repeated, flat, eſſays; 

Ram their coarſe nonſenſe down, tho' nc er fo dull, 
And hem at ev'ry thump upon your ſcull: 
Theſe taunch-bred writing hounds begin the cry, 
And heneſt Folly echocs to the lie. 296 


176 RPISTLES: 


O how | laugh when | a blockhead ſee 
Thanking a villain for his probity; 

Who ſtretches out a moſt reſpeatful car, 

With ſnares for woodcocks in his holy leer: 300 
It cickles thro' my foul to hear the cock's 

Sincere encomium on his friend the fox, 

Sole patron of his liberties and rights 

While gracrleſs Reynard liſtens till he bites. 

As when the trumpet ſounds. th o'crloaded ſtate 
Diſcharges all her poor and proflipate, 3c6 
Crimes of all kinds diſhonour'd weapons wield, 
And priſons pour their filth into the field; 

Thus Nature's refuſe, and the dregs of men, | 
Compoſe the black militia of the pen. 319 


EPISTLE IL 
FROM OZ FORD. 


Alx write at London; ſhall the rage abate 

Here, where it moſt ſhould ſhine. the Mulcs' ſeat? 

Where, mortal or immortal, as they pleaſe, 

The learn d may chuſe eternity or eaſe ? 

Has not a royal patron * wiſcly ſtrove $ 

To wo the Mulc in her Athenian grove? 

Added new ſtrings to her harmonious ſhell, 

And give new tongues to thole who ſpoke ſo well? 
o His late Majety's benefaction for modern languages. 
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true 


Awake the world, and fcar our owls away. 10 


If this be true, as t ĩs a truth moſt dread, 


N 
| 
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RPISTLES. 1277 
Let theſe inſtruct, with truth s illuſtrious ray 


Mean-while, O Friend! indulge me, if | give 
Some needfu! precepts how to write and live; 
Serious ſhould be an author's final views : 

Who write for pure amuſement ne er amuſe. 

An Author! 'tis a venerable name ig 
How few delcrve it, and what numbers claim? 
Unbleſs'd with ſenſe above their peers teſin d, 

Who ſhall ſland vp dictator to mankind ? 
Nay, who dare ſhine, if not in virtue's cauſe ? 
That ſole proprietor of juſt applauſe. 20 

Ye reſtleſ Men ! who pant for letter d praiſe, 
With whom would you conſult to gain the bays ?— 
Witt, thoſe great authors whoſefam'd works youread? 
"Tis well; go, then, conſult the laurell d ſhade. 
What an{wer will the laurell'd ſhade return 25 
Hear it, and tremble ! he commands you burn 
The nobleſt works his en vy d genius writ, 

That boaſt of nought more excellent than wit. 


Wo to the page which has not that to plead! 30 
Fontaine and Chaucer, dying, wiſh d unwrote 

The ſprightlieſt efforts of their wanton thought: 
Sidney and Waller, brighteſt ſons of Fame, 
Condemn'd the charm of ages to the flame. 

And in one point is all true wiſdom caſt ? 3s 
To think that carly, we muſt think at laſt. 
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Immortal wits, ev'n dead, break Nature's laws, 
Injurious ſtill to virtue s ſacred cauſe ; 

And their guilt growing, as their bodies rot, 
(Revers'd ambition!) pant to be forgot. 40 
Thus ends your courted fame : docs lucre then, 

The ſacred thirſt of gold, betray your pen? 
In proſe 'tis blameable, in verſe t is worſe, 
Provokes the Muſe, extorts xpollo's curſe ; 
His facred ivfluence never ſhould be ſold; 4 
23 — 

"Tis immortality ſhould fire your mind: 
Scorn a leſe paymaſter than all mankind. 

If bribes you ſeek, know this, ye writing Tribe! 
Who writes for virtue has the largeſt bribe : 30 
All's on the party of the virtuous man; 

The good will ſurely ſerve him if they can; 

The bad, when int'reft or ambition guide, 

And tt is at once their int'reſt and their pride; 

But ſhould both fail to take him to their care, 44 

He boaſts a greater friend, and both may ſpare. 
Letters to man uncommen light diſpenſe, 

And what is virtue but ſuperiour ſenſe ? 

In parts and learning you who place your pride; 

Your faults are crimes, your crimes are double-dy'd. 

What is a ſcandal of the firſt renown, 6x 

But letter'd knaves, and Atheiſts in a gown ? 

"Fis harder far to pleaſe than give offence ; 

The leaſt niifconduRt damus the brighteſt ſenſe: 
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Each ſhallow pate, that cannot read your name, 63 

Can read your life, and will be proud to blame. 

On thoſe that o'er a page of Milton fleep : 

Nor in their dulnefs think to fave your ſhame; 

True, theſe are foolsz but wiſe men ſay the fame. 0 
Wits are a deſpicable race of men, 

If they confine their talents to the pen; 

Our ſcorn in life, our envy in his lines 

Yer, proud of parts, with prulence ſome diſpenſe, 

And play the fool becauſe they re men of ſenſe. 76 

What inſtances blecd recent in each thought, 

Of men to ruin by their genius brought? 

Againſt their wills what numbers ruin ſhun, 

Purely thro” want of wit to be undone ? 80 

Nature has ſhe wn, by making it ſ rare, 

That wit s a jewel which we need not wear: 

Of plain ſound ſenſe life 's current coin is made; 

With that we drive the moſt ſubitantial trade. 
Prudence protects and guides us; wit betrays, 85 

A ſplendid ſource of ill ten thouſand ways; 

A certain ſaare to miſeries immenſe, 

A gay prerogative from common ſenſe; | 

Unlcts ſtrong judgment that wild thing can tame, 

And break to paths of virtue and of fame. 90 
But grant your judgment equal to the beſt, 

Senſe fills your head, and genius fires your breaſt 


Yet ſtill forbear : your wit (conſider well) 
"Tis great to ſhew, but greater to conceal ; 
Ax it is great to ſeize the golden prize 987 
Of place or pow r, but greater to deſpiſe. 
If ſtill you languith for an author's name, 
Thiak private merit lefs than publick fame, 
And fancy not to write is not to live z 
Deſerve, and take the great prerogative : cs 
But ponder what it is, how dear 't will coſt 
To write one page which you may juſtly boaſt. 
Senſe may be good, yet not deſerve the preſs; 
Who write, an awful character profcels; 
The world as pupil of their wiſdom claim, 103 
And for their ſtipend an immortal fame. 
Nothing but what is ſolid or reſin d 
Should dare aſk publick audience of mankind. 
Severely weigh your learning and your wit; 
Keep down your pride by what is nobly writ: 110 
No writer, fam'd in your own way, pals o'er; 
Much truſt example, but reflection more: 
More had the Ancients writ they more had taught, 
Which ſhews ſome work is left for modern thought. 
This weigh d. perfection know, and known, adore, 
Toil, burn for that, but do not aim at more: 116 
Above, beneath it, the juſt limits fix, 
And zealouſly prefer four lines to fix. 
Write, and rewrite, blot out, and write again, 
And for its ſwittneſs ne er applaud your pen; 120 
3 
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Leave ts the jockeys that Newmarke praiſe; 
Much time for immortality to pay 
Is juſt and wiſe; for leſs is thrown away. 
Time only can mature the lab'ring brain; 125 
| Time is the father and the midwife Pain: 
The fame good ſenſe that makes a man excel, 
| Still makes him doubt he nel er has written well. 
| Downright impoſibilicies they ſeek. 
What man can be immortal in a weck? 130 
Excuſe no fault. tho' beautiful t will harm; 
One fault ſhocks more than twenty beauties charm. 
Our age demands currectneſs; Addiſon 
And you this commendable hurt have done. 
Now writers ſind, as once Achilles ſound, 1335 
The whole is mortal, if z part 's unfound. 
He that ſtrikes out, and ſtrikes not vut the beſt, 
Pours luftre in, and dignifics the reſt : 
Give e er ſo little, if what's right be there, 
We praiſe for what you burn, and what you ſpare: 
The part you burn ſmells ſweet before the ſhrine, 145 
And is as incenſe to the part divine. 
Nor fre quent write, tho” you can do it well; 
Men may too oft”, tho not too much excel. 
A few good works gain fame. more fink their price; i 
Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice: 146 | 
They granted you writ well, what can they more, | 
Unlets you let them praiſe for giving o er? l 
Valume 117, Q | 
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Do boldly what you do, and let your page 
Smile, if it ſmiles, and if it rages, rage, 150 
So faintly Lucius cenſures and commends, 

Let ſatine leſs engage you than applauſe: 

It ſhews a gen'rous mind to wink at flaws. 


I» genius your's be your's a glorious end, 1 


Be your king's, country's, truth's, religion's, friend. 
The publick glory by your own beger ; 

Run nations, run poſterity. in debt ; 

And fiace the fam'd alone make others live, 


Firſt have that glory you preſume to give. 160 


If tatire charms, {trikc faults, but ſpare the man; 
"Tis dull to be as witty as you can 
Satire recoils whenever charꝝ d toc high; 
Round your own fame the fatal iplioters fly. 
As the foft plume gives fwiftncHs to the dart, 16g 
Goad-breediog ie a the fatire to the heart. 
Painters and ſurgeons may the ſtructure ſcan, 
Genius and morals be with you the wan: 
Defaults in thoſe alone ſhould give offence: 
Who ftrikes the perſon plcads his innocence. 179 
My narrow-mindes ſatire cann't extend 
To Codrus' form; I'm not fo much his friend: 
Himlcit ſhould publiſh that (the world agree) 
Before his works, or in the pillory. 
Let him be black fair, tall. ſhort, thin, or fat, 275 
Dirty or cleaa, | find no theme in that. 
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Þ that call'd humour; it has this pretenice, 

Tia neither virtue, breeding, wit, nor ſenſe. 

Unlefs you boaſt the genus of a Swift, | 

| Beware of humour, the dull rogne's k:# ſhift. 18 


Can others write like you ? your taſk give o'er, 
Tu printing what was publiſh'd long before. 
If nought peculiar thro* your labour run, 
They re duplicates, and twenty are but one. 
Think frequently, think cloſe, read Nature, turu id 
Men's manners o'er, and half your volumes burn. 

| To nurſe with quick reflection be your ſtrife, 


Thoughts borne from prefent objects warm from life; 
| When moſt unfought, ſuch inſpirarions riſe, 
| lighted by fools, and cheriſh'd by the wiſe: 190 
Expect peculiar fame from theſe alone: 
Theſe make an author, theſe are all your own. 
Life, like their Bibles, coolly men turn o'er, 
| Hence unexperienc'd children of threeſcore. 
True, all men think of courſe, as all men dream,ngs 
And if they flightly think t is much the fame. 
| Letters admit not of a half renown; 
| They give you nothing, or they give a crown. 
No work e er gain'd true fame, or ever can, 
But what did honour to the name of man. 2c 
Weighty the ſubject, cogent the diſcourſe ; 
Clear be the ſtyle, the very ſound of force; 
Eaſy the conduct, ſimple the defign, 
btriking the moral, and the ſoul divine. 
Qu 
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Let Nature ast, and judgment wit, exceed; 203 
O'er learning reaſon reign, o'er that your Creed; 
Thus virtuc s feeds at once, and laurels, grow ; 

Do thus, and rife a Pope or a Defpreau; 


Live up to the full luſtre of your lines. aw | 


Parts but cxpoſe thoſe men who virtue quit; 
A fallen angel is a fallen wit; 
And they plcad Lucifcr's deteſted cauſe, 
Who ſor bare talents chailenge our applauſe. 
Would you reſtore juſt honours to the pen? any 
From able wruers riſe to worthy men. 

** Who's this with nonſenſe nonſenſe wouldreſtrain? 
* Whe's this (they cry) fo vainly ſchools the vain ? 
Who damn» our traſh with fo much traſh replete ? 
« Asthreeells round, huge Che ils at meat? 220 

Shall i with Favius, then, my voice exalt, 
And challenge all mankind to find one fault? 
With huge exameus overwhelm my page, 
And darken reaſon with dog n. atick rage? 
As if, one tedious volume writ in rhyme, 225 
In proſe a duller could excuſe the crime? 
Sure next. to writing. the moſt idle thing 
Is gravely to harangue on what we ſing. 
At that tribunal ſtands the writing tribe, 

Which nathing can intimidate or bribe : 230 
Time is the judge; Time has nor friend nor ſoe; 
Falſe fame mult wither, and the true will grow. 


£20 Þ 


Gon wWw Feen 


W & @ ne © of ». 4 


rrtert xs. 205 
Arm'd with this truth, all criticks I defy; 
| For if I fall. by my own pen | die; 234 
To wound immortal, or to flay the lain. 
| Sore preſs'd with danger. andin awful dread 
| Of twenty pamphlets level d at my head, 
Thus have | forg'sd a buckler in my brain, 
Of recent form, to ſerve me this campaign, 246 
And ſafely hope to quit the dreadfol field 
Delug d with ink, and ſleep behind my ſhield, 
Ualeſ dire Codrus rouſes to the fray 
In all his might, and damns me for a day. 

As turns a feck of geefe, and om the green 245 
Poke out their fooliſh necks in awkward fpleen, 
(Ridiculons in rage!) to hiſa, not bite, 

So war their quills when ſons of Dulneſs write. 248 


AN EPISTLE. 


TO THE RIGHT HON, GEORGE LORD LANSDOWN, 


Wees Rome, my Lord, in her full glory ſhone, 
And great Auguſtus rul'd the globe alone; 
While ſuppliant kings, in all their pomp and ſtate, 
Swarm'd in his courts, and throng d his palace-gate, 
Horace did oft' the mighty man detain, 5 
And foorh'd his breaft with no ignoble ſtrain; 
Now ſnar d aloft, now ftruck an humbler ſtring, 
And taught the Roman genius how to ſing. 

Qii 


Pardon, iſ i his freedom dare purſue, 
Who know no want of Cæſar, finding you; 72 | 
The Rufes friend is pleas'd, the Muſe ſhould pres, 
Thro' circling crowds, and labour for acceſs; 

To all the world induſtrious to proclaim 14 
Mis love of arts, and boaſt the glorious flame. 

Long has the Weſtern World reclin'd her head, 
Pour d forth her forrow, and bewail'd her dead; 
Fell Diſcord thro her borders fiercely rang'd, 

By land and fea its utmoſt rage employ'd, 21 
Nor Heav'n repair d fo faſt as men deſtroy d. 

In vain kind ſummers plenteous fields beſtow d, 
In vaio the vintage liberally flow'd; 

Alarms from loaden boards all pleaſure chas'd, 25 
And robh'd the rich Burgundian grape of taſte; 
The ſmiles of Nature could no bleſling bring, 

'The fruicful Autumn, or the flow ry ſpring; 
Time was diſtinguiſh'd by the ſword and ſpear, 
Not by the various aſpects of the year; 39 
The trumpet's ſound proclaim'd a milder ſky, 
And bloodſhed told us when the ſun was nigh. 

But now (fo ſoon is Britain's bleſſing ſeen, 
When ſuch as you are near, her glorious Queen!) 
Now Peace, tho” long repuls'd, arrives at laſt, 3x 
And bids us fmile on all our labours paſt ; 
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Bids ev ry nation ceaſe her wonted moan, 
And ev'ry monarch call his crown his own: 
To valour gentler virtues now ſucceed; 

Ne longer is the great man born to bleed: 40 
Reno d in councils, brave Argyle ſhall tell, 
Wiſdom and proweſs in one breaſt may dwell 3 

Thro' milder tracks he foars to deathleſs fame, 

And without trembling we reſound his name. 

No more the riſing harveſt whets the fword, 4g 

No longer waves uncertain of its lord: 

Who caſt the ſeed the golden ſheaf ſhall claim, 

Nor chance of battle change the maſter's name: 

Each ſtream. unſtain'd with blood, more ſmoothly 

The brighter ſun a fuller day beſtows; (flows, 

All Nature ſeems to wear a cheerful face, 31 

And thank great Anna for returning peace. 

The patient thus, when on his bed of pain 

No longer he invokes the gods in vain, 

But riſes to new life, in ev'ry field 53 

He finds Elyſium, rivers nectar yield; 

Nothing fo cheap and vulgar but can pleaſe, 

Nor is it peace alone, but ſuch a peace 

As more than bids the rage of battle ceaſe. 60 

Death may determine war, and reſt ſucceed, 

In faithful friends we loſe our glorious foes, 

And ftrifes of love exalt our ſweet repoſe. 


19 rs. 
See graceful Bolingbroke, your friend, advance, 65 
Nor miſs his Lanſdown in the court of France: 
go well receiv d, fo welcome, fo at home, 
(Hei, d change of fate!) in Bourbon's ſtately dome, 
The monarch pleas'd, deſcending from his throne, 
Will not that Anna call him all her own: 70 
He claims a part; and looking round to find 
Something might ſpeak the fuineſs of his mind, 
A di'mond ines, which oft” had rouch'd him near, 
Renew d his grief, and robd'd him of a tear, 
Now firſt with joy beheld, well plac'd on one 74 
Who makes him lefs regret his darling fon : 
So dear is Anna's miniſter, fo great 
Your glorious friend in his own private ſtate. 

To make our nations longer two, in vain 
Does Nature interpoſe the raging main: 80 
The Gallick ſhore to diſtant Britain grows, 
For Lewis Thames, the Seine for Anna flows : 
From conflicts paſt each other's worth we find, 
And thence in ſtricter friendſhip now are j ind; 
Each wound receiv d now pleads the caule of love, 
And former injuries endearment» prove. 86 
What Briton but muſt prize th illuſtrious ſword 
That cauſe of fear to Churchill could afford? 
Who ſworn to Bourbon's ſceptre, but muſt frame 
Vaſt thoughts of him that could brave H allac4 tame? 
Thus gen'rous hatred in affection cr ds, 91 
And war, which rais d the tocs, compictcs the friends. 
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A thouſand happy confequences flow, 
{The dazzling proſpect makes my boſom glow) 
Commerce ſhall life her ſwelling fails, and roll gg 
Her wealthy flects ſecure from pole to pole. 
For many moons fees only ſkies and main, 
When now, in view of hi- lov'd native ſhore, 
The perils of the dreadful occan o'er, 100 
Cauſe to regret his wealth no mort ſhall find, 
Nor curſc the wercy of the ſea and wind: 
By hard il fate condemn' to ferve a foe, 
And give him ſtrength to ſtrike a deeper blow. 
Sweet Philomela providently flies 103 
To diſtant woods and ſtreams for ſuch ſupplies, 
To feed her young. and make them try the wing, 
And with their tender notes attempt to fing; 
Mcan-while the fowler ſpreads his ſecret ſnare, 
And renders vain the runcful mother's care. 130 
Britannia's bold adventurer of late, 
The foaming ocean plough'd with equal fate. 
Goodneſs is greatneſs in its utmoſt height, 
And pow'r a curſe, if not a friend to right. 
To conquer is to make diſſenſion ceaſe, 113 
That man may ſerve the King of kings in peace. 
And ſhine abroad in perfect excellence: 
Elſe may we dread feme greater curſe at hand, 
To ſcourge a thoughtlels and ungrateful land. £20 
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Now War is weary, and retir'd to reſt ; 
The meager Famine, and the ſpotted Peſt, | 
Deputed in her ſtead, may blaſt the day, 

And ſweep the relicks of the fword away. 

When peaceful Numa fill'd the Roman throne, | 
Jove in the fulaefs of his glory ſhone : 126 
Wiſe Solomon, a ſtranger to the ſword, 

Was born to raiſe a temple to the Lord. 
Anne, 60, ſhall build, and ev'ry ſacred pile 


— — — — 


Shall bend their full united force, to bleſs ' 
Th' almighty Author of their late ſuccefs. 

And what is all the world ſubdu'd to this? 135 
The grave ſets hounds to ſublunary bliſs. 

But there are conqueſts to great Anna known, 
Above the fplendour of an earthly throne; 
Conqueſts! whoſe triumph is tom great within 

The ſcanty boands of matter to begin; 140 
Too glorious to ſhine forth, till it has run 

Beyond this darkneſs of the ſtars and ſun, 

And ſhall whole ages paſt be ſtill, till but begun. 
Heroick Shades! whom war has ſwept away, 
Look down, and ſmile on this auſpicious day; 145 
Now boaſt your deaths, to thoſe your glory tell, 

Who or at Agincourt or Creſſy fell, 
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Of greater things than peace or war inquire z 
Fully content, and unconcern'sd to kgow 130 
What farther paſſes in the world below. 

The braveſt of mankind ſhall now have leave 

To die but once, nor peacemeal feck the grave: 

On gain or pleaſure bent, we ſhall not meet 
Sad melancholy numbers in each ſtreet, 
(Owners of bones diſpers'd on Flandria's plain, 
Or waſting in the bottom of the main) 
To turn us back from joy, in tender fear 
Left it an inſult of their woes appear, 
And make us grudge ourſelves that wealth their blood 
Perhaps preſer d, who ſtarve or beg for food. 26s 
Devotion ſhall cun pure, and diſengage 

From that ſtrange ſate of mixing peace with rags. 
On lleav n without a fin we now may call, 

And guiltleſs to our Maker proſtrate fell; 165 
Be Chriſtians while we pray ; nor in one breath 
All mercy for ourſclves, for others death. 

But, Ol | view with tranſport arts reſtor d, 
Which double uſe to Britain ſhall afford, 

Secure her glory purchas'd in the field, 170 
And yet for future peace ſweet motives yield : 
While we contemplate, on the painted wall, 
The preſſing Britain and the flying Gaul, 
In ſuch bright images, ſuch living grace, 

A leave great Raphael but the fecond place, 174 


1295 EPISTLES. 
Our checks ſhall glow, our heaving boſoms riſe, 
And martial ardours ſparkle in our eyes; 
Much we ſhall triumph in our battles paſt, 
And yet conſent thoſe battles prove our laſt, 
Left, while in arms for brighter fame we ſtrive, 180 
We leſe the means to keep that fame alive. 
la filene groves the birds delight ro fing, 
Or near the margin of a ſecret ſpring: 
Now all is calm, fweet muſick ſhall improve, 
Nor kindle rage, but be the nurſe of love. 195 
But what'sthe warbling voice, the trembling ſtring, 
Or breathing canvaſs, when the Muſes fing ? 
The Mufe, my Lord, your care above the reſt, 
With rifing joy dilates my partial breait. 
The thunder of the battle cras d to roar, 190 
Ere Greece her godlike poet: taught to ſoar; 
Rome's dreadful foe, great Hannibal! was dead, 
And all her warlike neighbours round her bleed: 
For Janus ſhut her 15 Pœans rung, 
Before an Ovid or a Virgil ſung. 195 
A thouſand various forms the Muſe may wear, 
(A thouſand various forms become the fair) 
But ſhines in none with more majeſtick mien, 
Than when in (tate ſhe draws the purple ſcene, 
Calls forth ber monarchs, bids her herocs rage, 200 
And mouruing Beauty melt the crowded ſtage; 
Charms back paſt ages, gives to Britain's uſe 
The nohleſt virtues time did e ex produce 3 
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Leaves fam' d hiſt oriaans boaſted art hebind: 

They keep the foul alone, and that's confin'd, 20g 
Sought out with pains, and but by proxy ſpeaks; 
The hero's preſence deep imprefhon makes; 

The ſcene his foul and body reunice, 

Furniſh a voice, produce hun to the fight; | 
Make our contemporary him that ſtood 210 
High in renown, perhaps before the flood; 

Make Neſtor to this age advice afford, 

And Hector for our ſervice draw bis ſword. 

More glory to an author what can bring, 
Whence nobler ſervice to his country ſpring, 21s 
Than from thoſe labours which, in man's deſpight, 
Poſſcſs him with a paſſion for the right ? 
With honeſt magick make the knave inclin d 
To pay devotian to the virtuous mind; 
Thre all her toils and dangers bid him rwe, 220 
And with her wants aod agu fall in love ? 

Who hears the godiike Montezuma gromn, 

And docs not with the glorious pain his own ? 
Lend but your underſtanding, and their ſxill 

Can domineer at pleaſure o'er your will : 225 
Nor is the ſhort-liv'd conqueſt quickly paſt; 

Shame, if not choice, will hold the convert faſt. 

How often have Iſcen the gen'rons bowl | 
With pleaſing force unlock a ſecret ſoul, 

And teal a truth, which ev'ry ſober hour 230 
(The proſe of life) had kept within her pow'r 2 
Volume 111, R 
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The grape victorious often has prevail'd, 

When gold and beauty, racks and tortures, fait; 
Yet when the ſpicit's tumult was allay'd, 

She mourn'd, perhaps, the ſentiment betray'd; 235 
But mourn'd too late, nor longer could deny, 

And on her own confeſſion charge the lie. 

Thus they, whom neither the pre vailing love 

Of goodneſs here, or mercy from above, 

Or fear of future pains, or human laws, 240 
Could render advocates in Virtue's cauſe, 

Caught by the ſcene, have unawares reſigu d 
Their wonted diſpoſition of the mind: 

By flow degrees prevails the pleaſing tale, 

As circling glaſſes on our ſenſes ſteal, 245 
Till throughly by the Mulſcs' banquet warm'd, 
The paſſions toſſing, all the foul alarm'd, 

They turn mere zealots, fluſh'd with glorious rage, 
Riſe in their ſears, and ſcarce forbear the Rage, 
Aſſiſtance to wrong d innocence to bring, 250 
Or turn the paniard on fome tyrant king. 

How can they cool to villains? how ſubſide 

To dregs of vice, from ſuch a godlike pride? 

To ſpoiling orphans how to-day return, 

Who wept laſt night to ſee Monimia mourn? 255 
In this gay ſchool of virtue whom fo fit 

To govern and control the world of wit 

As Talbot, Lanſdown's friend, has Britain known * 
Him poliſh'd Italy has call'd her own; 
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He in the lap of Elegance was bred, 260 
And trac'd the Muſes to their ſountain- hend; 
vt much we hope he will enjoy at home 
What 's nearer ancient than the modern Rome, 
Nor fear | mention of the court of France, 
When | the Brit:th genius would advance: 265 
There, too, has Shrewſbury improv'd his taſte, 
Yet ſtill we dare invite him to our feaſt, 
For Corneille's ſake I ſhall my thoughts ſuppreſs 
Of Orconoko, and preſume him leſs: 
What tho' we wrong him? Habella's wo 270 
Waters thoſe bays that ſhall for ever grow. 

Our foes conſeſa, nor we the praiſe refuſe, 
The drama glories in the Britiſh Muſe. 
The French are delicate, and nicely lead 
Our genius more affects the grand than fine ; 
Our ſtrength can make the great plain action ſhine : 
They raiſe a great curioſity indeed, 
From his dark maze to ſee the hero freed ; 
We rouſe th' affe&tions, and that hero ſhow 280 
Gaſping beneath ſome formidable blow : 
They ſigh ; we weep: the Gallick doubt and care 
We heighten inte terrour and deſpair ; 
Nor frar our audionce fouls be pleae's tae much. 
What 's great in Nature we can greatly draw, 286 
Nor thank for beauties the dramatick law. 
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The fate of Cæſat is a tale too plaia 

The fickle Gallick raſte tu entertain; 

Their art would have perplex'd, and interwove 190 

The golden ra with gay flow'rs of love: 

We know Heav'n made him a far greater man 

Than any Cafar in abuman plan; 

And ſuch we draw him, nor are too refin'd, 

To fland aſſectad with what Heav'n defign'd. 295 

To claim attention, and the heart invade, 

Shakeſpeare but wrote the play th Almighty made: 

One acighbour's flage · art too bare fac'd betrays; 

Tis great Corneille at ev'ry ſcene we praiſe: 

On Nature's furer aid Britannia calls; 7 

None think of Shakeſpeare till the curtain falls; 

Then, with a figh, returns our audience home, 

From Venice, Egypt, Perſia, Greece, or Rome. 
France yields not to the glory of our lines, 

Dot manly conduct of our ſtrong de ſigus. 305 

That oft' they think more juſtly we muſt own, 

Not ancient Greece a truer ſenſe has ſhown : 

Greece thought but juſtly, they think juſtly too; 

We ſometimes err, by ſtriving more to do. 

So well are Racine's meaneft perfons taught, 310 

But change a ſentiment you make a fault: 

Nor dare we charge them with the want of flame: 

When we boaſt more we own ourſelves to blame. 


And yet in Shakeſpeare fomething ſtill I find 


| That makevme lefs chem all homankind; 315 
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He made one nature, and another found ; 
Both in one page with maſterſtrokes abound : 
Bids us no longer at our nurſes ſmile. | 
Nor think ic the creation of his brain. 
Who lives when his Othello's in a trance ? 
With his great Talbot“, too, he conquer d France. 

Long may we hope brave Talbot's blood will run 
In great deſcendents; Shakeſpeare has but one; 325 
And him, my Lord, permit me not to name, 
But in kind filence ſpare his rival's ſhame :— 
Yet I in vain that author would fupprefs; 
What cann't be greater cannot be made lefs : 
And to himſelf great Agamemnon name. {ſmile, 

Should Shakeſpeare riſe, unbleſs d with Talbot's 
Ev'n Shakeſpeare's ſelf would curſe this barren iſle ; 
But if that reigning ſtar propitious ſhine, 
Ev'n I, by far the meaneſt of your age, 
Shall not repent my paſſion for the ſtage. 

Thus did the will-almighty diſallow, 
No human force could pluck the golden bough, 
Which left the tree with eaſe at Jove's command, 
And ſpar'd the labour of the weakeſt hand. 347 


* An anceſtor of the Duke of Shrewſbury, who conquered 
France, drawn by Shakeſpeare. 
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Anſpicious fate! that gives me leave to write 
To you the Muſes glory and delight, 
Who know to read, nor falfe encomiams raiſe, 
And mortify an aather with your praiſe. 345 
Praiſe wounds a noble mind when t is not due; 
But Cenſure's ſelf will pleaſe, my Lord, from you. 
Faults are oor pride and gain, when you deſcend 
To point them our, and teach us how to mend, 
What tho” the great man ſet his coffers wide, 330 
That cannot gratify the poct's pride, 

Whoſe infpiration, if t is truly good, 

Is beſt rewarded when beſt underſtood ? 

The Muſes write for glory, not for gold; 

"Tis far beneath their nature to be fold : 359 
The greateſt gain is ſcorn d. but as it ferves 

To ſpeak a fenfe of what the Muſe deferves; 

The Muſe, which from her Lanidown 

Beſt judge, as well as ſubject, of her ſoog, 

And | preſume to ufe your patience ill, 

The world would plead my cauſe, and none but you 
Will take diſguſt at what l now purſue. 

Since what is mean my Muſe cann t raiſe, I'll chuſe 
A theme that's able to exalt my Muſe. 36s 

Fes who, not void of thought, can Granville name, 
Without a ſpark of his immortal flame? 

Whether we ſcek the patriot or the friend, 
Let Bolingbroke, let Anna, recommend; 
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Whether we cheſe to love or to admire, 370 
You mek the tender, and th' ambitious fire. 

Such native graces without thought abound, 
As more iacline the ſtander-by to raiſe 
| His value for himſelf, than you to praiſe. 37s 
Thus you befriend the moſt heroick way, 
Bleſs all, vn none an obligation lay; 
So turn'd by Nature's hand for all that 's well, 
"Tis ſcarce a virtue when you moſt excel. 
Tho' ſweet your preſence, graceful is your men: 
You to be happy want not to be ſeen; . 38s 
Tus priz'd in publick, you can ſmile alone, 

Nor court an approbation but your own : 

In throngs, not conſcious of thoſe eyes that gaze 

In wonder fix d, tho' reſolute to pleaſe, 384 
You, were all blind, would till deferve applauſe; 
The world's your glory's witneſs, not its cauſe; 
That lic beyond the limitsof the day, 

Anxels behold it, and their God obey. 

You take delight in others excellence, 390 
A gift which Nature rarely does diſpenſe * 

Of all that breathe, t is you, perhaps, alone 
Would be well pleas'd to fee yourſetf outdone. 

You wiſl not thoſe who ſh-w your name reſpe &, 
So little worth as might excuſe neglect: 393 
Nor are in pain leſt merit you ſhould know, | 
Nor ſhun the well-deſerver as a foe; 
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A troubleſome acquaintance, that will claim 

To be well us'd, or dye your cheek wich ſhame. 
You wiſh your country's good; that told, fo well 

Your pow'rsarc known, th event l need not tell. 04 

When Neſtor ſpoke, none aſk d if he pre vail d; 

That god of ſweet perſuaſion never fail d: 

And ſuch great fac had HeQor's valour wrought, 

Who meant he conquer d only faid he fought. 40g 

When you, my Lord, to ſylvan ſcenes retreat, 

(No crowds around for pleaſure or for ſtate) 

You are not caſt upon a ſtranger land, 

And wander penſi ve o'er the barren ſtrand; 

Nor are you by receiv'd example taught, 410. 

In toys to ſhun the diſciplive of thought; 

But, unconſin d by bounds of time and place, 

You chuſe companions from all human race; 

Converſe with thoſe the deluge ſwept away, 

Or thoſe whoſe midnight is Britannia's day. 41g 
Books not fo much inform, as give conſent 

To thoſe ideas your own thoughts preſent; 

Your only gain, from turning volumes o'er, 

Is finding cauſe to like yourſelf the more. 

In Grecian fages you are only taught 

With more reſpect to value your own thought. 

Great Tully grew immortal, while he drew 

Thoſe precepts we behold alive in you. 

Your life is ſo adjuſted to their ſchools, ' 

It makes that hiſtory they meant for rules. 435 
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What joy, what pleaſing tranſport, muſt ariſe 
Within your brcaft, and lift you to the fries, 
When in cach learned page that yoe anfold, 
You find ſome part of your own condud told? 
80 pleas d and fo furpris'd ness ſtood, 40 
And ſuch triamphant raptures fir'd his blood, 
When far frem !'rojan ſhores the hero ſpy'd 
His ſtory ſhimng forth in all ies pride; 
Admir*d himfelf, and faw bis ations land 
The praiſe and wonder of a ſorcign land. 435 
He knows not haif his being who's c d 
In con verſe and reſlc ct ion on mankind : 
Your ſoul, which enderfſtands her charter well, 
Diſdains impriſon d by thoſe ſkies to dwell; 
Ranges eternity without the leave 
Of death, nor waits the paſſage of the grave. 
When pains eternal, and eternal bliſs, 
When theſe high cares your weary thoughts diſmiſs, 
In heav'nly numbers you your ſoul unbend. 
And for your caſe to deathlefs fame deſcend.” 445 
Ye Kings! would ye true greatneſs underſtand? 
Read Seneca, grown rich in Granville's hand. 
Bchuld the glories of your life complete! 
Still at a flow, and permanently great: 
New moments ſhed new pleaſures as they fly, 450 
And yct your greateſt is that you muſt die. 
I see his Lordthip's tragedy, entitled Heroick Love. 
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Thus Anna ſaw, and rais'd you to the feat 
Of honour, and confcls'd her ſervant great; 
Confeſs'd, not made him ſuch; for faithful Fame 
Het trumpet ſwell'd long ſince with Granville'sname. 
Tho' you in modeſty the title wear, 4,6 
Your name ſhall be the title of your heir, 
Farcher than ermime make his glory known, 
And caſt in ſhades» the favour of a throne. 
From thrones the beam of high diſtinQtion ſprings, 
The foul's endowments from the King of kings. 461 
Lo, one great day calls forth ten mighty peers! 
Produce ten Granvilles in five thoufand years. 
Anna! be thou content to fix the fate 


But, O! to bid thy Granville brighter ſhine ! 
To him that great prerogative reſign, 
Who the ſun's height can raiſe at pleaſure higher, 
Yet ſtill one bliſs, one glory, I forbear, 470 
A darling friend whom near your heart you wear; 
2 — 
That I grow thus familiar with your name. 
He's friendly, open, in his conduct nice; 
Nor ſerve theſe virtues to atone for vice: 47s 
Vice he has none, or ſuch as none with leſs, 
But friends, indeed, goodnature in exceſs. 
You cannot boalt the merit of a choice 0 
In making him your own; 't was Nature's voice, 


>» ud am OowDSC ht OUT Sg 


1 nod tt Ha On HH 42A t» 


Which call'd too loud by man to be withſtood, 450 
Pleading a tic far nearer than by blood; 
Similicude of mauners, ſuch a mind, 
As makes you lefs the wonder of mankind. 
Such eaſe his common converſe recommends, 
As he nc er felt a paſſion, but his friend's; 485 
Yet ſia d his principles beyond the force 
Of all beneath the fun to bend his courſe *. 

Thus the tall c<dar, beautiful and fair, 
Flatters the motions of the wanton air, 
Salutes cach paſſing brecze with head reclin'd, 496 
The pliant branches dance in ev'ry wind; 
But fix d the ſtem, her upright ſtate maintains, 
And all the fury of the North difdains. 

How are ye bleſ d in ſuch a matchiefs friend! 
Alas! with me the joys of friendſhip end. 495 
O Harriſon! I muſt, I will, complain; 

Tears ſouth the ſoul's diſtreſs, tho' ſhed in vain. 
Didit thou return, and blefs thy native ſhore 

With welcome peace, and is my friend no more 
Thy taſk was early dune, and | muſt own 00 
Death kind to thee, but ab ! to thee alone. 

But tt is in me a vanity to mourn, 

The ſorrows of the great thy tomb adorn; 
&rafford and Bolingbroke the lois perceive ; 

They grieve, and make thee envy d in thy grave. 3c 


His Lordthip's nephew who teck orders. 


100 tire. 
With akeing heart and a forebading mind, 

I night to day is peindul journey join'd, 

When firſt inform d of his approaching fate, 

Bat reach's the partner of my foul too late. 


"Twas paſt ; his cheek was cold; that tuneful tongue, 


Which lichem d with its melodicus ſong, 31 
Now languiſh'd, wanted ſtrength to ſpeak his pain, 
Scarce rais'd a feeble groan, and funk again: 
Each art of life, in which he bore a pact, 
Shot like an arrow thro” my bleeding heart. 525 
To what ferv'd all his promis d wealth and por, 
But more to load that moſt unhappy hour? 
Yet Gill prevail'd the greatneſs of his mind, 
That not in health, or life irfell, confin'sd, 
Felt theo” his mortal pangs Britannia's peace, $520 
Mounted to joy, and fmil'd in Death's embrace. 
His ſpirit now juſt ready to reſign, 
No longer now his own, no longer mine, 
My hand he graſps, and enters in my foul; 5% 
Then with a grozan——Support me— 0! beware 
Of holding worth, however great, tov dear f 
Pardon, my Lord, the privilege of grief, 
That in untimely freedom ſecks relief: 
To better fate your love I recommend ; 536 
O! may you never loſe fo dear a friend! 


+ The Author here bew ails that moſt ingenious gentlemas. 
Mr. William Harriſon, ſellow of New. College, Oxon. 
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May nothing interrupt your happy hours! 

Enjoy the bleſſings peace on Europe ſhow'rs: 

Nor yet diſdain theſe bleſſings to adorn, 

To make the Muſe immortal you was born. g35 
Sing! and is laceſt time, when tory 's dark, 

This period your ſurviving fame ſhall mark; 

Save from the gulf of years this glorious age, 

And thus illuſtrate their hiſtos ian o page. 

The crown of Spain in doubtful balance hung, 540 
And Anna Britain ſway'd when Granville ſung; 
That noted year Europa ſheath d her fword, 

When this great man was firit ſaluted Lord. $43 
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O Lone with me in Oxford groves confin'd, 
In ſocial arts and facred friendſhip join di 

Fair Ifis' forrow, and fair !fis' boaſt, 

Loſt from her fide, but fortunately loſt; 
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A darling theme! once pow rful to inſpire, 
And now to melt, the Nuſcs' mournful choir: 
Now, and now firſt, we freely dare commend 
His modeſt worth, nor ſhall our praiſe offend. 10 
Early he bloom d amid the learned train, 
And raviſh'd bis liſten d to his ſtrain. 
See, ſce, ſhe cry'd, old Maro's Muſe appears, 
Wak'd from her ſlumber of two thouſand years: 
Her fimiſh d charm+ to Addiſon ſhe brings, 13 
Thioks in his thought, and in his number ſings. 
All read tranſported his pure claflick page; 
be State, when now his riſiug fame was known, 
Th unrivall'd genius challeng' d for her own, 20 
Nor would that one for ſcenes of action ſtrong, 
Should let a life evaporate in long. 
Wit is the bloſſom of the foundeſt ſenſe : 
Yer few, how few, with lofty thoughts inſpir d, 25 
With quickneſs pointed, and with rapture fir d, 
In conſcious pride their own importance find, 
Blind to themſelves. as the hard world is blind? 
Wit they eſteem a gay but worthleſs pow'r, 
The flight amuſement of a leiſure hour, 30 
Unmindful that, conceal'd from vulgar eyes, 
Poor Dido fondled thus, with idle joy, 
Dread Cupid, lurking ia the Trojan boy; 
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Lightly ſhe toy d and trifled with his charws, 3g 
And knew not that a god was ia her arms. 
Who greateſt excellence of thought could boaſt, © 
In ation, too, have been diſtinguiſh'd moſt : 
Thi⸗ Sommers knew, and Addifon ſent forth 
| From the malignant regions of the North, 40 
To be matur'd in more indulgent ſkies, 
Where all the vigour of the foul can rife; 
Thro' warmer veins where ſprightlicr ſpicits run, 
And ſeule enliven'd ſparkles in the fun. 
With ſecret pain the prudent patriot gave 
The hopes of Britain tu the rolling wave, 
Anxious, the charge to all the ftars reſign d, 
And plac'd a confidence in fea and wind. 
Auſonia ſoon receiv'd her wond'ring gueſt, 
And equal wonder in her turn confcſt, 30 
To fee her fervours rivall d by the pole, 
Her luſtre beaming from a northern ſoul : 
In like ſurpriſe was her ZEneas loſt, 
To find his picture grace a foreign coaſt. 
Now the wide field of Europe he ſurveys, 5s 
In ripen d judgment and conſummate thought; 
Great work! by Naffau's favour cheaply bought. 
He now rerurns to Britain a ſupport, | 
Wiſe in her ſenate, graceful in her court; 60 
The ſource of learning, and the ſoul of wit. 
| Si 


200 ers. 
O Warwick! (whom the Muſe is fond to name, 
And kindles, conſcious of her future theme) 
O Warwick! by divine contagios bright, 6s 
How early dia thou catch his radiant light ! 
By him infpir'd, how ſhine before thy time, 
And leave thy years, and leap into thy prime! 
On ſome warm bank, thus, fortunately borne, 
A roſe- bud opens to a ſummer o morn, 70 
Full blown ere noon her fragrant pride diſplays, 
And ſhews th' abundance of her purple rays. 
Wit. a» her bays, was once a barren tree; 
We now, furpris'd, her fruitful branches fee; 
Or, Orange-like, till his auſpicious time ” 
It grew indeed, but ſhiver'd in our clime : 
He firſt the plant to richer gardens led, 
And fia d, indulgent, in a warmer bed: 
The nation, pleas'd, enjoys the rich produce, 
And gathers from her ornament her ufe. 80 
When ſooſe from publick cares the grove he ſought, 
And fill'd the lerfure interval with thought, | 
The various labours of his eaſy page, 
A chance amuſement, poliſh d half an age. 
Beyond this truth old bards could ſcarce invent, 835 
Who durſt to frame a world by accident. 
What he has ſang, how early, and how well, 
The Thames ſhall boaſt, and Roman Tiber tell. 
A glory more ſublime remains in ſtore, 
Since ſuch his talents, that he ſung no more. go 
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No fuller proof of pow'r th Almighty gave, 
Making the ſea, than curding her proud wave. 
Nought can the genius of his works tranſcend, 
But their fair purpoſe and important end; 
To rouſe the war for injur'd Europe's laws, 93 
To ſteel the parriot in great brunſwick's cauſe ; 
With virtue's charms to kindle facred love, 
Or paint the eternal bo vs of bliſs above. | 
Where hadſt thou room, great Author ? where, to roll 
The mighty theme of an immortal ſoul ? 100 
Thro' paths unknown, unbeaten, whenceweredrought 
Thy proofs ſo ſtrong for immaterial thought? 
One let me join, all ocher may excel, 
„How could a mortal eſſence think fo well? 
Dur why ſo large in the great writer's praiſe? 10 
More lofty ſubjecte ſhould my numbers raiſe : 
ni him (illuſtrious rivalry?) contend 
The ſtateſman, patriot, Chriſtian, and the friend! 
His glory ſuch it borders on diſgrace 
To fay he ſang the beſt of human race. 110 
In joy once join d, in forrow now for years, 
Partner in grief, and brother of my tears, 
Tickell! accept this verſe, thy mournful due; 
Thou farther ſhalt the ſacred theme purſue ; 
And as thy ſtrain deſcribes the matchleſs man, 173 
Tho ſweet the numbers, tho? a fire divine 
Dart thro the whole, and burn in ev'ry line, 
3 


Who ſtrives not for that excellence he draws, 139 
Is ſtain d by fame, and ſuffers from applauſe. 140 

But haſte to thy illuſtrious taſk ; prepare 
The noble work well truſted to thy care, 
The gift bequeath d by Addiſon's command, - 
To Craggs made facred by his dying hand. BW=- 
Collect thc labours, join the various rays, 125 1 
The ſcatter d light in one united blaze; 1 
Then bear to him fo true, fo truly lov'd, N 1 
In life diſtinguiſh'd, and in death approv'd, 
Th' immortal legacy He hangs awhile { 
In gen'rous anguiſh o'er the glorious pile; 130 
With anxious pleaſure the known page reviews, 
And the dear pledge with falling tears bedews. | 
What tho' thy tears, pour'd o'er thy godlike friend, | 
Thy other cares for Britain's weal ſuſpend? 
Think not, O Patriot ! while thy eyes o'erflow, 135 
Thoſe cares ſuſpended for a private wo; 
Thy love to him is to thy country ſhown ; 
He mourns for her who mourns for Addiſon. 138 
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